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ADVERTISEMENT. 



TH E Editor's chief intention in making the fol- 
lowing Collection was to bring into one point of 
view the beft pieces which have appeared fince the con- 
clufion of Dodfley's Collection ; and he will venture to 
affirm, that whatever be the merit of that entertaining 
mifcellany, this does not fall fhort any ways of it, a* 
fome of the volumes in that are made up from the publi- 
cations of a. few years; whereas this contains whatever 
has been moft applauded in a courfe of twenty. But he 
has not confined himfelf to that period only, but 1 in- 
ferted many pieces, in his opinion; of great merit,, 
which the inattention of the public, or the obfeurity of 
the publication, had long fuffered to remain unnoticed. 
To thefe are added many originals by writers of acknow- 
ledged merit ; among which thofe of Mr. Mendez, au- 
thor of the Chaplet, and feveral admired . poems in 
Dodfley's Mifcellany, make no mean figure. Mr. 
Mendez was reckoned among the moft agreeable poets 
of his time, and, perhaps, he was th« only one that 
was ever worth one hundred thoufand pounds. 
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AN E L -E G , Y, 

• N THE DEATH OF LADY COVENTRY. 

WK.ITTHK is iy60j 
BY WILLIAM MASON, M. A. 

TH E midnight clock has toll'd ; and hark, th* 
bell 
Of Death beats flow ! heard ye the not* 
profound ? 
It paufcs now ; and now, with riling knell, 

Flings to the hollow gale its fallen found. 
yes, Coventry is dead. Attend the (train/ 

Daughters of Albion ! Ye that, light as air, 
So oft have tript in her fan t attic train, 

With hearts as gay, and faces half as fair: 

A For 
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For fte was iair beyond your brighteft Mooin : 
..;. (This Envy owns, fince now her bloom is fled) 
Fair as the.Forms thaty.wove in Fancy's loom, 

ijploit in ; %ht ; vifion round the Poet's head* 
Wh^ne^er^h fdft fertility fee fail'd, . ^ \j. . .1 " ' "* 
j * : q^. JcaogEt the. orient bluflv of quick furpri%e, \ 
Hbw-sveetly* mutable, how brightly Wild, 
tfSThie Ii<J$d Wflre dai^&jfrom her;eyes> - 
$#ach lo6fc,ea&i motion wak'd a new-bornTgrace, 

^3!ha.t9!e} her Foriftlts-traiifient glory call : 
Seiftie lovelier wonder foon ufiirpM the place, 

Chas'd by a charm ftill lovelier than the laft. 
That bell again ! It tells us what flie is: . .1 

On what flie was no more the ftrain prolong : 
Luxuriant Fancy panfe: an hour like thi» 

Demands the tribute of a ferious Song. 
Maria claims it from that &bl* bier, 

Where cold and wan the flumberer refte her head ; 
In dill fmall whifpers to reHe&ion** -ear, ' 

She breathes the folemn dictates of the Dead. 
O catch the awful notes, and lift them toad! - ' ' " " 

Proclaim the theme, by Sage, by Fool rever'd; 
Hear it, ye Young, ye Vain, yeG*eat* ye Proud t .~ 

'Tis Nature fpeiks, and Nature will be heard. 
Yes, ye mall hear, and tremble as yoa hear. 

While, high with health, your hearts acoltiag leap : 
Ev'n in the midii of pleafure's mad career, 

The mental Monitor {hall wake and weep. 
For fay, than Coventry's propitious itar, 

What brighter planet on your births uo&i 

Or 






t a 3 

Or gate of FortuaeV gifts an ampler flxare> T 

In life talavifli, or by death to lofe! 
Early to lofe; while, born , on bufy wing* 

Ye lip the he&ar of each varying bloom : 
Nor fear, while balking in the beams of ipring* 

The. wintry ftorm that fweeps you to the tomb. 
Think of her Fate ! revere the heav'nly hand 

That led her hence, though foon, by fleps fo fiW) 
Long at her couch Death took his patient Hand, 

And menae'd oft, and oft withheld the blow : 
To give Reflection time, with lenient art, 

Each fond delufiofi from her foul to Ileal ; 
Teach her from Folly peaceably to part, 

And wean, her from a world fhc lov'd fo well*. 
Say, are ye fure his Mercy fhall extend 

To you fo long a fpan ? Alas, ye ligh : 
Make then, while yet ye may, your God your friend^ 

And learn with equal eafe tp ileep or die ! 
Nor think the Mufe, whofe lober voice ye hear, 

Contracts with bigot frown her fullen brow ; 
Calls round Religion's orb the mills of fear, 

Or lhades with horrors, what with fmiles lhould glow; 
No ; fhe would warm you with feraphic fire, 

Heirs as ye are of heav'n's eternal day ; 
Would bid you boldly, to that heav'n afpire, ! 

Not link And ilumber in your cells of clay. 
Know^ ye were form'd to range yon azure field* 

In yon ae the real founts of blifs to lave ; 
Fca;ce then, fecure in Faith's protecting ihield, 

The Sting from Death, the VicVry from the Grave, 
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Is this the bigot's fan t ? Away, yeVaih, 

Your hopes, your fears in doubt, in dulriefs ftefcpi 
Go footh your fouls in ficknefs, gritf, or pain, 

With thfe fad folace of eternal deep* 
Yet will I J>raife yotf , triflers as ye are, 

More than thofe preachers of your fav ? fite creeds 
Who proudly fwell the brazen throat of War, 
' ; Who foriii the Phalanx, bid the battle bleed i 
Nor wifli for moire : who conquer, but to die. 

Hear, Folly, hear ; and triumph in the tale : 
Like you, they reafon ; not, like you, enjoy 

The breeze of blifs, that fills your filken fail 3 
On Pleafure's glitt'ring ftream ye gayly fleer 

Your little courfe to cold oblivion's more : 
They dare the ftorm, and, through th'inclement year, 

Stem the rough furge, and brave the torrent's roan 
Is it for Glory ? that juft Fate denies. 

Long muft the warrior moulder in his fhroud, 
E'er from her trumj? the heav'n-breath'd accents rift, 

That lift the Hero from the fighting croud. 
Js it his grafp of Empire to extend ? 

To curb the fury of infulting foes ? 

Ambition, 

N O T E. 
In a book of French verfes, entitled OeUvres iii Pbilofiphe^de 
fans Souci, and lately reprinted at Berlin by authority, under die 
title of Poefies Di<uerfes, may be found an epiftle to marfhal 
Keith, written profefledly againft the immortality of the Soul. 
By way of fpccimen of the whole, take the following lines : 
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Ambition, ceafe : the idle conteft end : 

'Tis but a Kingdom thou canft win or loft* 
And why muft murdcr'd myriads lofe their all, 

(If life be all) why defolation lour, 
With famifh'd frown, on* this affrighted ball, . 

That thou may 'ft flame the meteor of an hour? 
Q; wifer ye, that flutter Life away, 

Crown with the mantling Juice the goblet high ; 
Weave the light dance, with feftive freedom gay, 

And live yonr moment, fince the next ye die. 
Yet know, vain Scepticks, know, th' Almighty mind, 

Who breath'd on Man a portion of his fire, 
Bad his free Soul, by earth nor time confin'd, 

To Heav'n, to Immortality afpire. 
Nor fhall the Pile of Hope, his Mercy rear'd, 

By vain Philofophy be e*er deftroy'd j 
Eternity, N by ajl or wiuVd qr fear'd, 

Shall be by all or fuffer'd or enjoy'd* 

De 1'avcnir, cher Keith, pigeon* par lepa&j 

Comme avant que je fuffc il n'ayoit point penfe*, 

De meme, aprcs ma mort, quand toutes mes parties 

Par le corruption feront aneanties, 

Par uh meme deftin il ne penfera plus } 

Nod, rien n'eft plus certain, foyons-en convaincu, &c. 

.* It Is to this epiftle, that the reft of the Elegy alludes; 
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ISIS. An E L E G Y. 

BY THE SAME, 174S. 

FAR from her hallowed grot, where mildly bright, 
The pointed chryilals fhot their trembling light. 
From dripping mofs where fparkling dew-drops fell, 
Where coral glowed, where twin'd the wreathed {hell, 
Pale ISIS lay ; a willow's lowly fbade 
Spread its thin foliage o'er the fleeping maid % 
Clos'd was her eye, and from her heaving breaft 
In carelefs folds loofe flow'd her zonelefs veft ; 
While down her neck Jber vagrant treffes flow, 
In all the awful negligence of woe ; 
Her urn fuftain'd her arm, that icalptur'd vafe 
Where Vulcan's art had laviih'd all its grace ; 
Here, fall wkh fife, was heav'n-taught Science feen. 
Known by the laurel wreath, and mufingmein : 
There cloud-crown'd Fame, here Peace fedate and bland, 
Sweird the loud trump, and wav'd the olive wand ; 
While folemn domes, arch'd fhades, and villas green. 
At well mark'd diftance clofe the fajred fcene. 

On this the goddefs call an anxious look, 
Then dropt a tender tear, and thus fhe fpoke ; 

Yes, 
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Yes, I could once wish pleas'd attention tract 
The mimic charms of this, prophetic vafe ; ., 
Then li/t my head, and with enraptur'd eyes 
View on yon plain the real glories rife* 
Yes, ISIS ! oft haft thou rejoic'd to lead 
Thy liquid treafures o'er yon fav'rite mead ; 
Oft haft thou ftopt thy pearly car to gaze, 
While ev7y Science nurs'd its growing bays ; 
While ev'ry Youth with fame's ftrong impulfe fir'd, 
Preft to the goal, and at the goal, unrir*d, 
Snatch'd each celeftial wreath, to bind his brow, 
TheMufes, Grades, Vfrhres could beftow. 
E'en now Jbad Fane? feads th* ideal train. 
And ranks fear tieojw <m memr'ry's ample plain ; 
See ! the fima leaders of my patriot line, 
See ! Sidney, Raleigh, Hamdea, Somers thine. 
See Hough, fuperior to a tyrant's doom, 
Smile, at the .menace of. the Have of Rome ; 
Each foul whom truth could fire, or virtue move, 
Each breaft, fir rig panting with its country's love, 
All that to Albion gave the heart or head, 
That wifely counfePd, or that bravely bled, 
All, all appear ; on me they grateful fmile ; 
The well-earn'd prize of every virtuous toil 
To me with filial reverence they bring, 
And hang frefh trophies o'er my honour'd fpring. 
Ah ! I remember well yon beachen fpray, 
There Addifon firft tuh'd his polilh'd lay ; 
'Twas there great Cato's form firft met his eye, 
In all the pomp of Free-born majefty ; 
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'* My fon, he cryM, obferve this mien with awe, 

*' In folemn lines the ftrong refpmblance draw ; 

*' The piercing notes fhall fhike each Britiih ear ; 

*' Each Britilh eye ffjall drop the patriot tear! 
And, rous'd to glory by the nervous drain, 
Each youth fhall fpurn at flav'ry's .abjeft reign, 
Shall guard with Cato's zeal Britannia's law*, 

<' And /peak, and adt, and bleed, in freedom's caufe*^ 
- The hero fpoke ; the bard alTenting bow'd, 

The lay to liberty and Cato flow'd $ 

While Echo, as fhe rov'd the v*le along, 

Join'd the ftrong cadence of his Roman fong. 
But ah ! how ftillntfs flept upon the ground, 

How mute attention check'd each rifing found ; 

Scarce ftoie a breeze to wave the leafy fpray, 

Scarce trill'd fweet Philomel her fofteft lay, 

When Locke walk'd mufing forth ; ev'n now I view 

Majellic wifdom thron'd upon his brow, 

View Candor fmile upon his modeft cheek, 

And from his eye all judgment's radiance break ; 

*Twas here the fage his manly zeal expreft, 

Here ftript vain falftiood of her gaudy veft j 

Here truth's collected beams firft filPd his mind, " 

Ere long to burft in bleffings on mankind ; 

Ere long to (hew to reafon's purged eye, 

That " Nature's firft beft gift was Liberty," 
Proud of this wond'rous fon, fublime I flood; 

(While louder furges fwell'd my rapid flood) 

.Then vain as Niobe, exulting cry'd, 

IKffiw ! roll thy fam'd Athenian tide f 

Tho* 
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Tho* Plato's fteps oft mark'd thy neighb'ring gkctep 

Tho' fair Lycaeum lent its awful fhade, 

Tho' ev'ry academic green impreft 

Its image full on thy reflecting breaft. 

Yet my pure ftream fhall boaft as proud a name. 

And Britain's Ifis flow with Attic fame. 

AJas ! how chang'd ! where now that Attic boaft ? 
See ! Gothic licence rage o'er all my coaft ; 
See ! Hydra- fa&ion fpread its impious reign, 
Poifon each breaft, and madden ev'ry brain : 
Hence frontlefs crowds, that not content to fright 
The blufhing Cynthia from her throne of night, 
Blaft the fair face of day ; and madly bold, 
To freedom's foes infernal orgies hold ; 
To freedom's foes, ah ! fee the goblet crown'd, 
Hear plaufive fhouts to freedom's foes refoumd : 

• 4 

The horrid notes my refluent waters daunt, 

The echoes groan, the Dryads quit their haunt $ 

Learning, that once to all diffused her beam, 

Now fheds, by Health, a partial private gleam, 

In fome lone cloifter's melancholy fhade, 

Where a firm few fupport her Jkj^lv head, 

Defpis'd, infulted by the barb'rous train, 

Who fcour like Thracia's mooa-ftruck rput the plain, 

Sworn foes like them to all the Mufe approves,' 

All Phcebus favours, or Minerva loves. +> 

Are thefe the fons my foft'ring breaft muft rear, 
-Grac'd with my name, and nurtur'd by my care ? 
Muft thefe go forth from my maternal hand 
To deal their, infults thro' a peaceful land ; 

And 



And boaff, while Freedom bleeds* and Virtue groans* 

*That *' Ms taught rebellion to her (bus V* 

Forbid it, heaven ! and let my rifing waves 

Indignant fwell, and whelm the recreant flaves ; 

In England's caufe their patriot floods employ. 

As Xanthus delug'd in the caufe of Troy. 

Is this deny'd ? then point fome fecret way 

Where far, far hence thefe guiltlefs ftreams may ftray ; 

Some unknown channel lend, where nature fpreads 

Inglorious vales, and unfrequented meads, 

There, where a hind fcarce tunes his ruftic drain, 

Where fcarce a pilgrim treads the pathlefs plain, 

Content PH flow ; forget that e'er my tide 

Saw yon majeftic ftru&ures crown its fide ; 

Forget, that e'er my rapt attention hung, 

Or on the fage's or the poet's tongue ; 

Calm and reiign'd my humbler lot embrace, 

And pleas'd, prefer oblivion to difgrace. 
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ORIENTAL ECLOGUES. 

BY Mr. WILLIAM COLLINS. 

ECLOGUE L 

SELIM; OR, THE SHEPHERD'S MORAL. 

SCpE, A VALLEY NEAR BAGDAT. 
TIME, THE MORNING. 



YE Perfian maid?, attend your poet's lays, 
And hear how lhepherds pafs their golden days* 
Not all are bleft, whom fortune's hand iuitains 
With wealth in courts, nor all that haunt the plaint : 
Well may your hearts believe the truths I teli ; 
'Tis virtue makes the blifs, where'er we dwell. 

/■a ** ■ ' Tk " 
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That Sclim fung, by facred Truth infpir'd j 
Nor praife, but fuch as Truth beftow'd, dcftr'd z 
Wife in himfelf, his meaning fongs convey'd 
Informing morals to th« mephwd maid ; 
Or taught the fwains that fureft blifs to find, 
What groves nor ftreams beftow, a virtuous mind. 

When fweet and blushing, like a virgin bride^ 
The radiant morn refum'd her orient pride, 
When wanton gales along the valleys play, 
Breathe on each flower, and bear their fweets away 9 
By Tigris' wandring waves he fat, and fung 
fids nfefol leflbn for the fair and young.. 

Ye Perfian dames, he faid, to you belong, 
Well may they pleafe, the morals of my fong : 
No fairer maids, I truft, than yon are found r * 

Grac'd with foft arts, the peopled world around I 
The morn that lights ybu, to your loves fupplies> 
Each gentler ray delicious to your eyes : 
For you thefe flowers her fragrant hands bellow. 
And yours the love that kings delight to know. 
Yet think not thefe, all beauteous as they are, 
The beft kind bleffings heaven can grant the fair ! 
Who truft alone in beauty's feeble ray, 
Beafr- but the worth Baffora's pearls difpiay j 
Drawn front the deep we own their furface bright, 
Bvt* dark within, they drink no luftrous light : 
Such are the maids, and fuch the charms they boaJL 
By ienfe unaided, or to virtue loft. 
Self-flattering iex ! your hearts believe in vain 
Vhat lore (hall Wind, when once he fires the fwai* ; 
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Or hope It lover bf your faults to vtii, 
As fpots on fermin beautify the 1km : • - 
Who feeks fecure to rule, be firft her tn& 
Each ibfter virtue that adorns the fair ; 
Each tender pkflion man delights to find* x 
The lo v'd perfe&ionfe of a female mind * 

Bleft were the days, when wifdom held her reign, 
And Shepherds fought her on the ftlent plain $ 
With Truth fhe wedded iff the fecret grove*, 
Immortal Truth, and daughters blefs'd their love* 

O hafte, fair maids ! ye Virtues come away, 
Sweet Peace and Plenty lead you on your way ! 
The balmy fhrub, for you fhall love our fhore, 
By Ind excell'd or Araby no more. 

Loft to our fields, for fo the fates ordain* 
The dear deferters fhall return again. 
Come thou, whofe thoughts as limpid fprings are clear. 
To lead the train, fweet modefty appear : 
Here make thy court amidft our rural fcene, 
And fhepherd girls fhall own thee for their queen. 
With thee be Chaftity, of all afraid, 
Diftrufting all, a wife fufpicious maid ; 
But man the moll— not more the mountain doe 
Holds the fwift falcon for her deadly foe< 
Cold is her breaft, like flowers that drink the dew % 
A iilken veil conceals her from the view. 
No wild defires amidfl thy train be known, 
But Faith, whofe heart is fix'd on one alone : 
Defpqnding Meeknefs, with' her down-caft eycs 9 
And friendly Pity, full of tender fighs ; 

And 
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And love the laft i by thefe your hearts approve,' 
Thefe are the virtues that nauft lead to love. 
Thus fung the fwain ; and ancient legends fay, 
The maids of Bagdat verified the lay : 
Dear to the plains, the Virtues came along, 
The fhepherds lov'd, and Selim blefs'd his fong. 

ECLOGUE It 

» 

HASSAN; OR, THE CAMEL-DRIVER/ 

SCENE/ THE DESERT. 
TIME, MID-DAY. 

IN filent horror o'er the bouridlefs wafte 
The driver Haflan with his camels pall ; 
One cruife of water on his back he bore, 
And his light fcrip contain'd a fcanty (lore ; 
A fan of painted feathers in his hand, 
To guard his (haded face from fcorching fand. 
The fultry fun had gain'd the middle fky, 
And not a tree, and not an herb was nigh ; 
The beaits, with pain, their dufty way purfue, 
Shrill roar'd the winds, and dreary was the view ! 

With, 



With defperate forrow wild, th* affrighted man 
Thrice figh'd, thrice ftruck his breaft, and thus began : 
* € Sad was the hour, and ludtfefs was the day, 
" When firft from Sch^ax' walls I bent my way!* 
- Ah ! little thought I of the biafting wind; 
The thirft or pmching franger that I find ! 
Bethink thee, HafTan, where~mall Thirft affWage, 
When fails this cruise-, his unrelenting rage ? 
Soon ihall this fcrip its precious load refign ; 
Then what but tears' and hunger lhall be thine? 

Ye mute companions of my toils, that bear 
In all my griefs a more than equal fhare ! 
Here, where no fprings in murmurs break away, 
Or mofs-crown'd fountains mitigate the day, 
lir vain ye hope the green delights to know, 
Which plains more bleft, or verdant vales beflow * 
Here rocks alone, and taftelefs fands are found, 
And faint and fickly winds for ever howl around. 
" Sad was the hour, and lucklcfs was the day, 
" When firft from Schiraz' walls I bent my way!* 
Curft be the gold and filver which perfuade 
Weak men to follow far-fatiguing trade ! 
The lilly peace outfhines the filver (lore, 
And life is dearer than the golden ore : 
Yet money tempts us o'er the defert brown, 
To every diftant mart and wealthy town, * 
Full oft we tempt the land, and oft the fea : 
And are we only yet repay'd by thee ? 
Ah ! why was ruin fo attractive made, 
Or why fond man fo eafily betray'd ? 

Why 



Why heed we not, while mad we hade along, 
The gentle voice of peace, or pleafare's fong ? 
Or wherefore think the flowery mountain's fide. 
The mountain's murmurs, and the valley's pride, 
Why think we thefe lefs pleating to behold, 
Than dreary deferts* if they lead to gold r 

" Sad was the hour, and lucklefs was* the day, 
*' When firft from Schiraz' walls I Jbent my way . 
O ceafe, my fears ! — all frantic as I go, 
When thought creates unnumber'd fcenes of woei 
What if the lion in his rage I meet !-^^ 
Oft in the duft I view his printed feet : 
And fearful ! oft, when day's declining light 
Yields her pale empire to the mourner night, 
By hunger rous'd, he fcours the groaning plain, 
Gaunt wolves and fallen tygers in his train : 
Before them death with ihrieks directs their way, 
Fills the wild yell, and leads them to their prey. 
" Sad was the hour, and {ucklefs was the day, 
" When firft from Schiraz' walls t bent my way V* . 
At that dead hour the filent afp mall creep, 
If aught of reft I find, upon my fleep : 
Or fome fwoln ferpent twill his fcales around, 
And wake to anguifh with a burning wound. 
Thrice happy they, the wife contented poor, 
From luft of wealth, and dread of death fecure I 
They tempt no deferts, and no griefs they find ; 
Peace rules the day, where reafon rules the mind. 
" Sad was the hour, and lucklefs was the day, 
«« When firft from Schiraz' walls I bent my way !'* 

. O hap- 
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O haplefs youth; ' for me thy love hath won, 
The tender 2Jara will be moll undone ! 
Big fwell'd my heart, and owfi'd the powerful maid, 
When faft ihe dropt her tears, as thus (he faid : 
" Farewell the youth whom iighs could not detain, 
" Whom Zara's breaking heart implor'd in vain ! 
" Yet as thou-go'ft, may every Waft arife - 
" Weak and unfelt as thefe reje&edfigbs,! 
" Safe o'er the wild, no perils may'ft thou fee, 
" No griefs endure, nor weep, falfc youth, like me." 

O ! let me fafely to the fair return, 
.Say with a kif$, Ihe rauft not, mall not mourn; 
O ! let me teach, my heart to lofc its fears, 
Recall'd by Wifdom's voice, and Zara's tears. 

He faid r and calPd on heaven to blefs the day, 
When back to Schiflaz' walls he bent his way. 

■ r 

t • 

E C L O G U E III. 

t •* r 

ABRA; OR, THE GEORGIAN SULTANA. 

S.AENE, A FOREST. 
TIME, THE EVENING. 

IN Georgia's land, where Tefflis* towers are ieen, •* 
In diftant view along the level green, 
While evening dews' enrich the glittering, glade, ' ..' i*' 
And the tall forefts caft a longer made* r • 

B What 



What time 'tis fweet o'er fields of rice to ftriy, 
Or fcent the breathing maize at fetting day 5 
Amidft the maids of Zagen v * peaceful grove, 
Emyra fung the pleafing cares of love* 

Of Abra flrft- began the tender (bam, . 
Who led her youth with flocks upon the plains 
At morn me came thoife willing flocks to lead* 
Where lilies reatahem- in the watery mead j- 
From early dawn the live-long hours (he toldy 
'Till late at filent eve ih* penn'd the fold. 
Deep in the grove, beneath the fecret (hade, 
A various wreath of odorous flowers fhe made: 
Gay-motley'd ptokVand (toeet Jonquil* (he <*hofe, 
The violet blue that on- the moft-bank grows ; . 
All-fweet to fenfe, the flaunting rofe Was there ?-" 
The finifli'd chaplet welf-adorn'd her hair: M ' 
Great Abbas chane'd that fated morn to (tray* 
By love conducted front the chace awfcy * ' 
Among the vocal vales he heard her fong, 
And fought ther vale* and echoing proves among: 
At length he found, and woo'd the rural maid ; 
She knew the monarch, and with fear obey'd* 

" Be ever youth like royal Abbas mov'd. 

" And every Georgian maid like Abralov'd !'* 
The royal lover bore heir from the plain 5 
Yet Hill her crook and bleating flock remain : 
Oft as fhe went, (he backward turn'd her view, 
And bad that croojs and bleating flock adiea. 
Fair happy <aiaa&! to other fcenes remove, 
To richer fcenes of golden power and love I 
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Go, leave the Ample pipe, and fhepherd'a ftraih | 
With love delight thee, and with Abba* reign. 
" Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
" And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd ?* 
Yet midft the blaze of courts fhe fix'd her lova 
On the cool fountain* or the ihady grove ; 
Still with the fliepherd's innocence, her mind 
To the Aveet vale, and flowery mead inclin'd; 
>And oft as fpring renew'd the plains with flowers, 
jreath'd his foft gales, and led the fragrant hours, 
With fure return fhe fought the fylvan fcene, 
The breezy mountains, and the forefts greeri* 
Her maids around her mov'd, a duteous band ! 
Each bore a crook all-rural in her hand : 
Some Ample lay, of flocks and herds they fung : 
With joy the mountain, and the foreft rung. 
" Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
" And evefy Georgian maid like Abra lov'd!" 
And oft the royal lover left the care 
•And thorns of fiate, attendant on the fair ; 
Oft to the fhades and low-rooPd cots retir'd, 
Or foughtthe vale where firft his heart was fir'd : 
A rulTet mantle, like a fwain, he wore, 
And thought of crowns and bufy courts no more. 
•* Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
*' And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd !'* 
Bleft was the life, that royal Abbas led : 
Sweet was his love, and innocent his bed* 
What if in wealth the noble maid excel, 
The fimple (hepherd girl can love as well* 

B a Let 
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Let thofe who rule on Pcrfia's jewell'd throne 
Be fam'd for love, and gentleft love alone j 
Or wreath, like Abbas, full of fair renown, 
The lover's myrtle with the warrior's crown, 
O happy days ! the jnaids around her fay ; 
O hafte, profufe of bleflings, hafte away ! 

" Be every youth, like poyal Abbas, mov'd, 
" And every Georgian maid, like Abra, lov'dl" 



ECLOGUE IV. 

AG IB AND SECANDER; OR, THE FUGITIVES* 

SCENE, A MOUNTAIN IN* C IRC AS SIAr 
TIME, MIDNIGHT. 

IN fair Circaffia, where, to love inclin'd, 
Each fwain was bleft, for every maid was kind ; 
At that Hill hour, when awful midnight reigns, 
And hone, but wretches, hauitf the twilight plains ; 
What time the moon had hung her lamp on high, 
And paft in radiance thro' the cloudlefs iky; , 

Sad o'er the dews, two brother fhepherds fled, 
Where wildering fear and defperate forrow led : 
Faft as they preft their flight, behind them lay 
Wide ravag'd plains, and vallies ftole away. 
Along the mountain's bending fides they ran, 
'Till faint and weak Secander thus began : 

Secander, 
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SSCANDER. 

O flay thee, Agib, rbs my feet deny, 
No longer friendly to my life, to fly. 
Friend of my heart, O turn thee and furvey, 
Trace our fad flight thro' all its length of way ! 
And firft review that long-extended plain ! 
And yon wide groves, already paft, with pain ! 
Yon ragged cliff, whofe dangerous path we try'd ! 
And lait this lofty mountain's weary fide I 

. Agib. 

* 

Weak as thou art, yet haplefs muft thou know 
The toils of flight, or fonve feve,rer woe ! 
Still as I hafte, the Tartar fhouts behind, 
And fhrieks and forrows load the faddening wind : 
In rage of heart, with ruin in his hand, 
He blafts our harvefls and deforms our land. 
Yon citron grove, whence firft in fear we came, 
Droops its fair honours to the conquering flame : 
Far fly the fwains, like us, in deep defpair, 
And leave to ruffian bands their fleecy care. 

SfeCANDER. 

Unhappy land, whofe bleflings tempt the fword, 
In vain, unheard, thou call'ft thy Perfian lord ! 
In vain thou court'ft him, helplefs, to thine aid, 
To fhield the fhepherd, and protect the maid i 

B 3 Far 
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Far off, in thoughtlefs indolence refign'd, 

Soft dreams of love and pleafure footh his mind : 

*Midft fair fultanas loft in idle joy ? 

No wars alarm him, and no fears annoy. 

Agib. 

Vet thefe green hiljs, in fummer's fultry heat, 
Have lent the monarch oft a cool retreat. 
Sweet to the fight is Zabran's flowery plain, 

r 

And once by maids and ihepherds lov'd in vain ! 
No more the virgin fhall delight to rove 
By Sargis' banks, or Irwan's fhady grove ; 
On Tarkie's mountain catch the cooling gale, 
Or breathe the fweets of Aly's fUwery vale : 
Fair fcenes ! but, ah ; no more with peace poJTeft, 
With eafe alluring, and with plenty bieft. 
No more the fhepherd's whitening tents appear. 
Nor the kind produces of a bounteous year ; 
No more the date, with fnowy bloffoms crown'd ! 
But ruin fpreads her baleful fires around. 

Secande*. 

In vain Circaflia boafts her fpicy groves, 
For ever fam'd for pure and happy loves : 
In vain fhe boafts her faireft of the fair, 
Their eye's blue languifli, and their golden hair! 
Thofe eyes in tears their fruitlefs grief muft fend j 
f hofe hairs the Tartar's cruel hand fhall rend. 



Agib. 



Agib. 

Ye Georgian fwains that piteous learn from far 
Circaffia's ruin, and the wafte of war ; 
Some weightier arms than crooks and ftafft prepare. 
To ihield your htfrvefts, and defend your fair : 
The Turk and Tartar like defigns purfue, 
Fix'cLto deftroy, and ftedfaft to undo. 
Wild as his land, in native deferts bred,. 
By lull incited, or by malice led, 
The villain Ara"b, as he prowls for prey, 
<ift marks with. blood and wafting flames the way; 
Yet none fo cruel as the Tartar foe, 
To death enur'd, and nurs'd in fcenes of woe. 

He faid ; when loud along the vale was heard 
A fhriller fliriek, and nearer fires appear'd : 
Th' affrighted mepherds thro* the dews of night, 
Wide o'er the moon-light hills renew'd their flight. 

An O D E to FEAR. 

BY THE SAME. 

THOU, to whom the world unkaown 
With % all its (hadowy Jhapes is fhewn ; 
Who feeft appall'd th' unreal fcene, 
While Fancy lifts the veil between, : 
Ah Fear ! ah frantic Fear ! 
I fee, I f«e thee near. 

B 4 I know 
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I know thy hurried ftep, thy haggard eye ! 
Like thee I ftart, like thee diforder'd fly, 

For, Jo what monflers in thy train appear ! 
Danger, whofe limbs of giant mold 
What mortal eye can fix'd behold ? 
Who ftalks his round, an hideous form, 
Howling amidft the midnight ftorm, 
Or throws him on the ridgy fteep 
Of fome loofc hanging pock to deep : 
And with him thoufand phantoms join'd, 
Who prompt to deeds accnrs'd the mind ; 
And thofe, the fiends, who near allied. 
O'er Nature's wounds, and wrecks preflde ; 
While Vengeance* in the lurid air ? 
Lifts her red arm, expos'd and bare : 
On whom that ravening Brood of fate. 
Who lap the blood of Sorrow, wait : 
Who, Fear, this ghaftly train can fee, 
And look not madly wild, like thee ? 

Epode. 

In earliell Greece, to thee, with partial choice, 
The grief-full Mufe addreft her infant tongue ; 

The maids and matrons, on her awful voice 
Silent and pale in wild amazement hung. 

Yet he, the Bard * who firft invok'd thy name," 
Difdain'd in Marathon its power to feel : 

for not alone he nurs'd the poet's flame, 

But reach'd from Virtue's hand the patriot's fteel. 

• ^fchylus. 

But 
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Bat who is he, whom later garlands grace, 
Who left a while ate Hybla's dews to rove, 

With trembling eyes thy dreary fteps to trace. 

Where thou and Furies ihar'd the baleful groye?. 

Wrapt in thy cloudy veil th' inceftuous Queen * ' 

Sigh'd, the fad call her fon and hufbahd heald, 
When once alone it broke the iilent fcene, 

And he the wretch of Thebes no more appeared. 

' -t ' 

O Fear, I know thee, by my throbbing heart, 

Thy withering power infpir'd each mournful line, 

Tho' gentle Pity claim her mingled part, 

Yet all the thunders of the fcene are thine ! 

Antistrophe. 

Thou who fuch weary lengths haft paft, 
Where wilt thou reft, mad Nymph, at laft ? 
Say, wilt thou fhroud in haunted cell, 
Where gloomy Rape and Murder dwell ? 
Or in fome hollow'd feat, 

■ 

'Gainft which the big waves beat, 

Hear drowning feamen's cries in tempefts brought ! 

Dark power, with fhuddering meek fubmitted thought, 

Be mine, to read the vifions old, 

Which thy awakening bards have told : 

And, left thou meet my blafted view, 

Hold each ftrange tale devoutly true ; 

Ne'er be I found, by thee o'er-aw'd, 

In that thrice-hallowed eve abroad, 

* Jocafta. 

When 



When ghofts, as cottage-maids believe* ■< . 
Their pebbled bed* permitted leave, 
And goblins haunt from fire, or fen, 
Or mine, or floods, the walks of men ! 

O thou whofe fpirit moft poflefc 
The facred feat of Shajkefpear's breaft ! 
By all that from thy prophet broke, 
In thy divine emotions fpoke \ 
Hither again thy fury deal, 
Teach me but once like him to feel : 
His cyprefs wreath my meed decree, 
And I, O Fear, will dwell with thee > 

THE PASSIONS, 

AN ODE FOR MUSIC. 

BY THE SAME. 

i - > 

WHEN Mufic, heavenly maid, was young, 
While yet in early Greece me fung, 
The Paffions oft, to hear her Ihell, 
Throng* d around her magic cell* 
Exulting, trembling, raging, fainting, 
Pofleft beyond the Mufe's painting ; 
By turns they felt the glowing mind 
Difturb'd, delighted, rais'd, renn'd. 
'Till once, 'tis faid, when all were iir'd, 
Fill*d with fury, rapt, infpir'd, 

7 From 
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From the fupporting myrtles round 
They fnatch'd her indruntents of found, 
And as they oft had heard apart 
Sweet ieflbas of her forceful, art, 
Each, for madnefs rul'd the hour, 
Would prove his own expreflive power. 

Firft Fear his hand, its flcill to try, 
Amid the chords bewilderM laid, 

And back recoil'd he knew not why, 
Even at the found himfelf had made. 

Next Anger rufiVd, his eyes on £re, 
In lightnings own'd his Secret flings, 

In one rude clafh he ftruck the lyre, 

And fwept with harried hand the firings. 



With woeful meafures wan Defpaif— — 

Low Allien founds his grief beguiPd, 
A folemn, ftrange, and mingled air, 

'Twas fad by fits, by ftarts 'twas wild. 

But thou, O Hope, with eyes fo fair, 

What was thy delighted meaiure ? 

Still it whifper*d promis'd pleafure, 
And bad the lovely fcenes*at diftance hail ! . 

Still would her touch the ftrain prolong, 
And from the rocks, the woods, the vale, 

She calPd on Echo dill thro' all the fong ; 

And where her fweetefl theme (he chotfe, 

i 

A foft refponnve voice was heard at every clofe, 
And Hope enchanted fmil'd, and wav'd her golden hair. 

And 
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And longer had fhe fung,— but, with a frown, 

Revenge impatient rofe, 
He threw his blood-flain'd fword in thunder down, 
And, with a withering look, 
The war-denouncing-trumpet took, 
And blew a blaft fo loud and dread, ' 

Were ne'er prophetic founds £b full of woe. 
And ever and anon he beat 
The doubling drum with furious heat ; 
And tho* fometimes, each dreary paufe between, 
Dejected Pity at his fide, 
Her foul fubduing voice applied, 
Yet Hill he kept his wild unalter'd mien, 
While each flrain'd ballof fight feem'd burfting from his head. 

Thy numbers, Jealoufy, to nought were fix'd, 

Sad proof of thy diftrefsful Hate, 
Of different themes the veering fong was mix'd, 

And now it courted Love, now raving calPd on Hate. 

With eyes up-rais'd, as one infpir'd, 

Pale Melancholy fat retir'd, 

And from her wld fequefter'd feat, 

In notes by diftance made more fweet, 

Pour'd thro' the mellow horn her penfive foul : 

And dafhing foft from rocks around, 

Bubbling runnels join'd the found ; 
Thro' glades and glooms the mingled meafure ftole, 

Or 
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Or o'er fome haunted ftreams with fond- delay, 

Round an holy calm diffusing, 

Love of peace, and lonely muling, 
In hollow murmurs died away. . 

But O, how alter'd was its fprightlier tone ! 

When Chearfulnefs, a nymph of healthieA hue, r 
Her bow acrofs her fhoulder flung; 

Her bufkins gemm'd with morning dew, 

Blew an infpiring air, that dale and thicket run^ 
The hunter's call to Faun and Dryad known ; 

The oak-crown'd Sifters, and their chafle-eyed queen, 

Satyrs and fylvan boys were feen, -■ " J 

Peeping from forth their alleys green ; 

Brown Exercife rejoic'4 to" hear, 

r 

And Sport leapt up, and feiz'd his beechen rpear. ' 

■■ ■ * 

Laft came Joy's ecftatic trial, 

He with viny crown advancing, 

Firft to the lively pipe his hand addreft, 
But foon he faw the brifk awakening viol, 

Whofe fweet entrancing voice he lov'd the befh 
They would have thought, who heard the ftrain, 
They faw in Tempe's vale her native maids, 
Amidft the feftal founding fhades, 
To fome unwearied minftrel dancing, 
While, ashi3 flying fingers kifs'd the firings, 

Love fram'd with mirth, a gay fantaftic round, 
Loofe were her trefles feen, her zone unbound, 
And he, amidft his frolic play, 
As if he would the charming air repay, 
Shook thoufand odours from his dewy wings. 

O Mufic! 



■ 

O Mufic ! ^here-defctndcd maid, < 
Friend of pleafure, wxfdom's aid, 
Why, Goddefs, why to us denied I 
Lay 'ft thou thy antient lyre afida? 
As in that lov'd Athenian bpwer, 
You learn'd an all- commanding power* 
Thy mimic foul, O njonph endear'd \ 
Can well recall what then it heard. 
Where is thy aative Ample heart. 
Devote to. virtue, fancy, art? 
Arife, as in that elder time, 
Warm, energies chafle, fiiblune! 
Thy wonders, in that godtUke age, 
Fill thy recording. Sifters page~*-> 
'Tis faid, and I believe the tale, . 
ThyhumWefl reed coqld more prevail, 
Had more of ftrength, diviner rage* 
Than all which charms this laggard age* 
Even all at once together found 
Caecilia's mingled world of found— 
O bid our vain endeavours ceafe, 
Revive the juft defigns of Greece, 
Return in all thy fimple date ! 
Confirm the tales her fpas relate 1 
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EVERY MAN THE ARCHITECT OF HIS 

OWN: FORTUNE: 

OR, THE 

ART of RISING in thje CHURCH. 

A S A T Y__ R E. 
fyr Mr. SCOTT, of Trinity-College, Cambridge* 

A Dialogue betwixt a Poet and his Friend. 

• - • * . . . • • • , 

F, /^ OOD friend, forbears — the world wffl fay 'tis ipite, 
VJ Or difappointoncbt goads you thus to writ*—-*- ■ .) 
Some lord hath frowii'd ; fome bifhop pait difputo . • " : "-i 
At furly diftance fpurn'd your eager fait, > ' 
Preferr'd H dull vije clod of noble earth, ; ' 
And left negle&ed genius, wit, and worth* 

P. Regards it me what fnarling critics fay ? 
'Tis honeft indignation points the way. 
Thanks to my ftars my infant deeps are o'er, 

And dreams delufive catch my thoughts no more. 

« 

Let 
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Let clumfy Dog mat us, with fimp'ring face, 

Supply the nurfe's, or the footman's place, 

Make coffee, when my lady calls, of whey, 

And fetch, and carry, like a two-legg'd tray ; 

Let bluft'ring Gnatho fwear withpatriot rage, .. 

To poor, old, totVring Tim on bent with age, ' 

'* Had you, my lord, the horfe at Mindsn led, 

" 'Sdeath, what deftru&ion would your grace have made? 

€€ Like Wantley's dragon you had roar'd, and thunder'd, 

" And eat'n up Frenchmen hundred after hundred ;" 

Thus mean and vile let others live, not I, ' 

Who fcorn to flatter, and who fear to lye. 

What honeft man 

F. Stop, or you ne*er can thrive—* 
Sure you're the ftrangefl, fqueamiftr wretch alive I 
What, in the name of wonder, friend, have you, 
In life's low vale, with honefty to do ? 
'Tis a dead weight, that will retard you ffcill, " *. . : 

Oft as you ftrive ta clamber up the hill. -" 

Strip, and be, wife— ftrip off all baihful pride, . . 
Throw cumbrous ^onour, virtue, truth afide, 
Truft up, and gir f t like Virro, mend your pace, 
The firfl, the nimbleft fccundrel in the race... 
Go copyTREBius 

P. Copy Tr e b i u s ?— Hum-^ 
And forfeit peace for all my life to come. 
Should I devote my filler's virgin charms 
To the vile lewdnefs of a patron's arms, 

Too 
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Too fure my father's injur'd ghoft would rife* 
Rage on his brow, and horror in his lyes ; 
Would haunt, would goad me in the foci a 1 hall, 
Or break my reft — tho* flumb'ring in a ftall. 
Oh gracious God, of what thin flimfy gear 
Is fome men's confcience ! — - 



P. Hold, you're too fevere— — — 

w 

Think when temptations ev'ry fenfe aflail, 

How ftrong they prove, and human flefh how frail ! 

"When Satan came, by righteous heav'n ordain'd* 

To tempt the leader of the Chriitian band, 

He drew, he caught him from the barren wafte, 

And on the temple's tow'ring fummit plac'd ; 

And now-a-days, or fage experience lies, 

From church preferments great temptations rife. 

Spare Trebius then— -^-e'en you yourfelf may yield— 

P. Not, friend, 'till vanquifti'd reafon quits the field: 
Then I, poor madman, 'midft the mad and vain, 
May Judas-like betray my God for gain ; 
At.HJELLuo's board, where fmokes th' eternal treaty 
And all the fat on earth bow down, and eat, 
A genuine fon of Levi may adore \ 

The golden calf; as Aaron did before. 
Then welcome the full levee; where refort 
Crouds of all ranks to pay their morning court j 
The well-rob*d deaii with face fo fleek, and fair, 
And tatter'dCoDRvs pale and wan with care, 

C Whofe 
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Whofe yearly*bre*dittg wife, in mean attire, f 

To feed her hungry *fcrats muft fpin for hire.' 

Hail medley dome, where like the ark we find 

Clean j and unclean, of ev'ry fort and kind ! 

Hail medley dome, where three whole hours together* 

(Shiv'ring in cold* and faint in fultry weather) 

We brook, athirft and hungry, all delay, 

And wear in expectation life away ! 

But huih ! in comes my lord — important, big, 

Squints thro' his glafs, and buttling ihakes his wig,' 

Whofe faucy curls, confin'd in triple tye, 

With conftant s work his bufy hands fupply. 

He flops, Sowsy ftares — and whifpers out aloud, 

«' What fpark is yon, that joftles thro' the croud ?" 

Sir William's heir— *' enough — my dear, good friend* 

" Sir William liv'd— I think-*-at Ponder's end; 

*• Yes— yes— -Sir William liv'd" --—Then on he goes* 

And whiipering this grand fecret crams his nofe 

Into your wig, and fqueezing every hand* 

«* 'Tis mine to ferve you, Sir-^-Your's to command*'-** 

Thus kindly breathing many a promife fair, 

He feeds two rows of gaping fools with air ; 

Unmeaning gabbles fet ratines of fpeech, 

As papifts pray, or prelates us'd to preach, 

Makes himfelf o'er in truft, to keep his ground, 

And FAIRLY GULLS HIS CREDITORS ALL ROUND* 

With warm delight his words poor Codrus hears,- 
Sweet as the fancy'd mufic of the fpheres ; 
Then trudges jocund home thro' mire and clay* 
While pleafing thoughts beguile the long long w'ay ; 

A fnug 
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A fnug warm living fkims before his eyes, 
his tithe- pig gruntles, and his grey goofe flies J 
His lonely ihatter'd.cot, all patent with mud, - 
And heinm'4 around by many a fragrant flood, 
Chang'd to a neat, and modern houfe he fees, 
Built on high ground, and ihelter'd Well with trees J 
Spactbus in front the chequer'd lawns extend, 
With ufeful ponds, and gardens at the end, 
Where art and nature kindly join to bring 
The fruits of Autumn* and the flowers of Spring* 
No more a fun- burnt bob the preacher wears, 
Or coat of ferge, where ev'ry thread appears : 
Behold him deckt in fpruce and trim array, 
With caiTock ihort, and veft of raven-grey ; 
In powder'd pomp the fpacious grizzle flows, 
And the broad beaver trembles o'er his nofe. 
Ah dear delufions, tempt his thoughts no more, 
Leave him untortur'd by defire, though poor ! 
What can advance, in thefe degenerate days^ 
Whea gold, or int'reft all preferment fways, 
A wretch unbleft by Fortune* and by birth ? 
Alas, not Tbrrick*s parts, or Talbot's worth! * 
Elfe long, long fincehad honeft Butler Ihone ' 
High in the church religion's fpotlefs fun ; 
Had beam'd around his friendly light to chear 
The lonely > way* worn, wandring traveller ; 
Chac'd error's black and baleful fliades away* 
And pour'd thro' every mind refiftlefs day. 
Alas* the change! far in a lowly vale, 
*Midft (haggling huts, where fome few peasants dwell, 

C* He 
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tie lives in virtue rich, in fortune poof*, 

And treads the path his mailer trod before. 

O great, good man ? to chear without requeft 

The drooping heart, and footh the troubled breafl ; 

With cords of love the wayward fheep to hold, 

And draw the lon% and wandring to the fold $ 

To fpend fo little, yet have fome to fpare ; 

To feed the hungry, and to clothe the bare ; 

To vifit beds of ficknefs in the night, 

When rains defcend, and rolling thunders fright, 

There death deprive of all his terrors foul, 

And fing foft requiems to the parting foul ! ' 

Blufh, blufti for fhame !— *Your heads, ye Paftors,* hide, 

Ye pamper'd fons of luxury and pride,- 

Who leave to prowling worses your helplefs care, 

And truck preferments at the public fair ; 

In whofe fat corpfe the foul fupinely lies, 

Snug at her efafe, and wondrous loth to rife I 

F. Friend* friend, you're warm— *why this is downright 
fpleen, ' 

You flout the fat, becaufe yourfelf are lean: 
Yet laugh to fee behind the filver mace 
Black-brow'd Gornutus with his ftarveling facey 
A wretch fo worn with penury and pride, 
His very bones (land flaring thro* his hide. 
Why chufe the church, if petulant and vainc 
You proudly flmn the paths that lead to gain, 
Y«t rack'd with envy, when your brethren rife, 
Revile the prudent arts that you defpife? 

7 Better 
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iBetter feme dirty, vile, mechanic trade, 
Cobler, or fmith— a fortune might be made ; 
The crofs-legg'd wretch, wjio flitches np the gown , 
Is of more worth than half the clerks in town ; 
And laughs with purfe-proud infoknce to fee 
The needy curate's full-fleev'd dignity.— 

P. Why chufe the church ? A father's prudent voice 
Determin'd, friend, and dignify'd the choice : 
To thee, religion, thro' the tranquil road, 
Himfelf with honour and with virtue trod, 
He led me on*— and know, no flaye to gain, 
Undow'r'd Z took thee,, and undow V$ retain. 
What ! Durft the blind philofopher of yore 
Chufe thy half-fifter Virtue, vile and poor, 
Chufe her begirt with all the ghaftly train . 
Of ills, contempt, and ridicule, and pain ? 
. And fliall not I, O dear celeftial dame, 
Love thee with all my foul's devoutefl flame? 
Shall I not gaze, and doat upon thy charms, 
, A«d fly to catch the heay'n within thy arms,? 
D my fair miftrefs, lovelier to be feen 
Than the chafte lily, opening on the green ; 
.Sweet as the blufliing rofe in$H aron's vale, 
And foft as Idumea's balmy gale ! 
Of thee enamourM martyr'd heroes flood 
Firm to their faith, and conflant ev'n to blood ; 
No views of fame, no fears of fad difgrace, 
Had pow'T to tear them from thy lov'd embrace, 
Wrapt up in thee, tho' harlots flalkt abroad, 
And perfecution ihook her iron rod ! 

vC 3 Peace 
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Peace to their fouls !— -But tell me, gentle maid, 
O tell me, are thy beauties all decay 'd ? 
Hath time's foul canker e v'ry grace devour'd ? 
Thy virgin charms hath ignorance deflow'r'd ? 
That thus thou wander'ft helplefs and forlorn, 
Of knaves the hatred, and of fools the fcorn ! . 

F, Still knave, and fool ?-— For God's fake, Sir, refrain ! 
This petulance of pride will prove your bane. 
What ! you're averfe to dam thro' thick and thin ? 
Try cleaner ways— —'tis done, if you begin. 
Go with foft flattery, ftudious to oblige, 
Some dull, and felf-admiring lord fceiiege, 
And like the dove, to Mecca's prophet dear, 
pick a good living from your patron's ear ; 
Gull ion fucceeded thus, and fo may you — *■ 
But railing, railing ! frriend, it ne'er can do. 

P. Good heav'n forbid that I a plain, blunt man f 
Who cannot fawn, and loath the wretch who can. 
Should brook a trencher-chaplain at the board, 
The loud horferlaugh, and raillery of my lord 5 
Slave to his jokes, his jpafSon, and his pride, 
A dull tame fool for lacquie§ to deride, 
Who fnort around to hear the wretch abufe 
My peribn, morals, family, and mufe ! 
Shall I fuch bafe Egyptian bondage bear, 
And eat my heart thro' forrow, grief, and care ! 
For twice fev'n tedious years wait, watch, ride, run, 
Nor dare to live, or fpeak, or think my own ? 

Obferve 
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Obferve with awe that fickle vane his mind, 
That fhifts, and changes with the changeful wind t 
Read ev'ry look, each twinkling of his eye, 
And thence divine the doubtful augury ? 
No, Pharaoh no I— Here in this calm retreat, 
Where ev'ry mufe, and virtue fix their feat, 
Here let me fhun each lordjing proud and vain, 
And fcorn the world ere fcorn'd by it again ! 
Ye happier few, that in this (lately dome 
Where (till the foul «f Newton deigns to roam, 
Infpires each youthful candidate for fame, 
rfis noonday vifion, and his midnight dream $ 
Ye happier few, by regal bounty fed* 
Here eat in privacy and peace your bread ; 
Nor tempt the world, that monfter-bearing deep, 
Where hofht in grim repofe the tempefls fleep, 
Where rocks, and /ands, dread minUters of fate, 
To whelm the pilot's hopes in ambui wait. 

On a huge hill, that braves the neighbouring fky, 
Wafht by the fsable gulph of infamy, 
Preferment's temple Hands ; the baie how wide, 
How fleep the top, how cragged ev'ry ftde ! 
Compact of ice the dazzling mountain glows, 
Like rocks of cryftal, or Lapponian fnows, 
While all around the florin-clad whirlwind rides, 
Dread thunder breaks, and livid lightning glides* 
Hither by hope enliven'd crouds repair, 
Thick as the noontide fwarms that float in air ; 
Dean jo files dean, each fuffragan his brother, 
And half the jealous mob keeps down the other. 

C4 Ah 



neignt mult go ; 

id op'ning trace, 1 

•, from Kis place, > 

difgrace. V 



f 40 ]' 

Ah little knows the wretch, that hath not try'd^ 

What hell it is this fhouldring throng to bide, 

Where gariih art, and- falfehood win the day, 

And fimple fingle truth is fpurn'd away : 

Where round, and round, with painful fteps and flow, 

Whoe'er would fcale the fudden height muft go j 

Catch ev'ry twig, each brake am 

Pull down his friend, nay father, 

And raife himfelf by others foul 

Yet fome there are, gay Folly's fluttering train, 

That free from care and toil the fummit gain, 

Sublimely foar on fortune's partial wind, 

And leave the fons of Science far behind. 

Thus ftraws and feathers eafily can fly, 

And the light fcale is fure to mount on high ; 

Thin air-blown bubbles with each breath are born, 

And wind will raife the chaff that leaves the corn. 

Others again with crouds contentious ftrive, 

And thro' mere dint of opposition thrive ; 

Stiff in opinion, active, reftlefs wights, 

They rife againft the wind like paper kites : 

'Twas thus proud Ramus to the mitre flew, 

Oppofing, and oppos' d a 



F. And thus muft you- 
If oppofition, fa&ion» broils prevail, 
Takexourage, friend, for furq you ne'er can fail. 
Mifguided youth, is fatyre thus your turn ! 
Hafle while the baleful flames of party burn : 
In hift'ry read ; go, join the grand difpute, 
And give one hireling more to Pitt, or Bute. 



O! 
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* 

O ! would you paint his lordfhip's jerkin oVt 
With imps, and fiends (like bafe inquifitor) 
Then boldly hang him out to public view, 
The fcorn and laughter of the gaping crew. 

How G * # a's fons would — 

P. What? 

F. Exult for joy. 
And lift your grateful praifes to the iky. 

P. Her fons exult ? your men of parts and fkiH 
Change, like their drefs, their principles at will ; 
Where Mammon calls, with halle obfequious ran, 
And bow like Persians to the riling fun. 
Too long, alas I o'er Britain's bleeding land 
Hath fell corruption wav'd her iron hand. 
Too long pofleft a monarch's patient ear, 
While all the fons of freedom fhrunk with fear. 
Is there then one, whofe breait religion warms, 
And virtue decks with all her brighteft charms ; 
Whofe fiery glance the loathfoihe den pervades, 
Where vice, and foul corruption fculk in ihadet ; 
True to his king, and to the public juft ? 
No dupe to paffion, and no flave to lull ; 
Whom all the good revere, the vile abufe, 
A friend to learning, and the gentle mufe ? 
Scotchman, or Teague— be this his patriot view, 
I'll praife him, love him, friend, and fo (hall you. 
purft be the lines (tho' ev'ry Thespian maid 
Come uninvoked, and lend her timely aid, 

View 
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View them, like Thetis witk a mother** eye, 
And dip them o'er in dews of Castaly) 
Curft be the lines, that powerful vice adorn, 
Or treat fair -virtue, andier friends with fcorn r 
Let 'em cloath candles, wrap op cbeefe, line trunks ; 
Or fluttering on a rail, 'midft rogues and punks, 
Ne'er meet the mild judicious critic's praife, 
But die, like thofe that Fanny fings or fays : 
Fanny, dull wight, to whom the ghoft appears 
Of murder'd Horace, pale and wan with tears; 
Fanny, dull wight, a Mammon- ferving flave, 
Half politician, atheift, parfon, knave, 
That drunk each night, and licjuor'd ev'ry chink, ' 
Dyes his red face in port, and his -black -foul in ink. 

No fly fanatic, no enthufiail wild, 
No party tool, beguiling and beguil'd, 
No flave to pride, no canting pimp to pow'r, 
Nor rigid churchman, nor diflenter four, 
No fawning flatterer to the bafe and vain, 
No timift vile, or worfhipper of gain ; 
When gay not diflblute, grave not fevere, 
Tho' learn'd no pedant, civil tho' fincere ; 
Nor mean nor haughty, be one preacher's praife 

That if he rife, he rife by manly ways : 

Yes, he abhors each fordid felfifh view, 
And dreads the paths your men of art purfue ; 
Who trull fome wand'ring meteor's dubious ray, 
And fly like owls from truth's meridian day. 



F. Alas, alas ! I plainly, friend, forefee 
In points like thefe we never fhall agree* 



Too 
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Too fure debarr'd from all the joys of life, 
From heavVs fceft gifts, a living, and a Wife, 
Chain'd to a college you mull wafte your days, 
(Wrapt up in monkiih indolence, and eafe,) 
In one dull round of fleeping, easing, drinking, 
A foe to care, but more a foe to thinking. 
There when ten luftrums are fupihery fpent 

In ENVIOUS SLOTH, AND MOPISH DISCONTENT | 

When not one friend, one comfort mote remains ; 
But flowly creeps the cold blood thro' your veins, 
And palfy'd hands, and tott'ring knees betray 
An helplefs ftate of nature in decay ; . , * 

While froward youth derides your iqualid age, 
And longs to (hove you trembling off the fage; 
Then, then you'U blame your co^ndud— but too lute, 
And curfe your enemies, and friends, and fate. 

P. Better be worn with age, with, ills oppreft, 
Diftreft in fame, in fortune too diftreft ; 
Better unknown, and unlamented die, 
With no kind friend to cl*fe the parting eye> 
(So all is calm, and undifturb'd within) 
Than feel, and fear the biting pangs of fin. 
For O ! what odds, the curtain once withdrawn, 
Betwixt a faint in rags, and rev'rend knave in lawn ? 



TO 
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To PLEASURE. 

AN ODE. 

BY THE SAME. 

I. I. 

HENCE from my fight, unfeeling fage ? 
Hence, to thy lonely hermitage I—- 

There far remov'd from joy, and pain, 

Supinely (lumber life away ; 

Aft o'er dull yefterday again, 

And be thy morrow like to-day. 

Reft to thy bones ! While to the gale 

Happier I fpread my feftive whig, 

And like the wand'ring bee exhale 

Frefli odours from life's honey'cT fpring ; 
From bloom to bloom in pleating rapture ftray, 
Where mirth invites, and pleafure points the way. 

I. 2. 

Hail ! heav'n-born virgin fair, and frte, 
Of language mild, of afped gay, 
Whofe vcice the fallen family 
Of care and difcontent obey ! 

By 
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By thee infpir'd the fimplefi: fcenes, 
The ruflet cots, the lowly glens, 

Mountains, on whofe craggy brow 

Nature's lawlefs tenants feed, 

Bufhy dells, and ftreams, that flow 

Thro* the vi'let-purpled* mead, 
Delight ; thy breath exalts the rich perfumes, 
That brooding o'er embalm the bean -flow V field, 
Beyond Sabean fweets, and all the gums 
T^ie fpicy deferts of Arabia yield* 

1 •■* 

When the Attic bird complains 
From the ftill, attentive grove, 
Or the linnet breathes his {trains. 
Taught by nature, and by love ; 
Do thou approve the dulcet airs, ' 
And Harmony's foft, fillcen chain, 
In willing bondage leads our cares, 
And binds the giant- fenfe of pain : , 
tJntnn'd by thee, how coarfe the long-drawn note, 
Spun from the lab'ring eunuch's tortur'd throat I 
Harm are the founds, tho' Farinelli fings, 
Harih are the founds, tho' Handel wakes the firings. 
Untouch'd by thee, fee fenfelefs Florio fits, 
And flares, and gapes, and nods, and yawns by fits. 

II. i. 

O Pleafure,, come I— and far, far hence 
Expel that nun, Indifference ! 

Where'er 
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Where'er flic waves her Ebon wand* 

Drencht in the dull Lethsean deep, 
' Behold the marble paffions fland 

Abforb'd in everlafting fleep ! 

Then from the wafte, and barren mind 

The mufe's fairy-phantoms fly, 

They fly,, nor leave a wreck behind 

Of heaV'n-defceading poefy : 
Love's thrilling tumults then are felt no more, 
Qucncht is the gen'rous heatj the rapt'rous throfcsarfc o'er t 

II. 2* 
'Twas thou, O nymph ! that led'ft along 
The fairDione's wanton choir, 
While to thy blithely fofteft fong* 
Ten thoufand Cupids ftrung the lyre t 
Aloft in air the cherubs play'd 
What time, in Cypria*s myrtle-made, 
Young Adonis flumb'ring lay 
On a bed of blirfhing flow'rs, 
Caird to life by early May, 
And the rofy-bofom'd hours : 
The queen of love beheld her darling boy* 
iii am'rous mood (he neftled to his fide* 
And thus, to melt his frozen breaft to joy, 
Her wanton art fhe gayly-fmiling try'd* 

'H. 3- 
From the muflc-rofe, wet with dew* 
And the lily's op'ning bell, 
From frefh eglantine fhe drew 

Sweets of aromatic fmell : 

Part 
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fart of that honey next (he took, , . 

Which Cupid too adventurous dole, , 

When flung his throbbing hand he (hook* 

And felt the anguifh to his foul : 
His mother taught to hear the elf complain, 
Vet Hill fhe pity'd, and reliev'd his pain ; 
She dreft the wound with balm of fov'reign might* 
4pd bath'd him id the well of dear delight : 
Ah, who would fear to be fo bath'd in blifs, 
More agonizing fmart, and deeper wounds than this?-** 

IIL i. 

Her magic zone fhe next unbound, 

And wav'd it in the air around : 

Then cull'd from jever-frolic failles* 
• That live in Beauty's dimpled cheek, 

Such (Weetnefs as the heart beguiles, 

And turns the mighty ftrong to weak : 

To thefe ambrofial dew fhe* join'd, 

And o'er the flame of warm defire, 

Fann'd by foft fighs, loveYgentleft wind* 

Diflblv'd, and made the charm entire ; 
O'er her moift lips, that bluuYd with heav'nly red* 
The graces' friendly hand the bleft ingredients fpread. 

III. 2. 
Adonis wak'd-*-he faw the fair, 
And felt unufual tumults rife ; 
His bofom heav'd with am'rous care, 
And tumid languor veil'd his eyes ! 
Driv'n by fome- ftrong impulfive pow'r 
tie fought the xnpft fequefter'd bow'r, 

Where 
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Where diffui'd oil Venus* breaflj 

Firft kc felt cxtatic bli fs, 

Firft her balmy lips he preft* 

And devour'd the new made kiss : 
But, O my mufe, thy tattling tongue retrain, 
Her facred rites what mortal dares to tell ? 
She crowns the filent, leacjs the blabbing Twain 
To doubts j defires, and fears, the fev'rifli lover's hell; 

in. 3; 
Change then, fweeteft nymph of nine, 
Change the fqng, and fraught with pleafuresi 
String anew thy filver twine 
To the fofteft, Lydian meafures ! 
My Cynthia calls, whofe natal hour 
Th* affiftant graces faw, and finii'd ; 
Then deign'd nis Cyprian charms to pour 
With laviih bounty o'er the child : 
Sithence where'er the firen moves along, 
In pleating wonder chain'd is ev'ry tongue; 
Love's foft fuffufion dims the aching eyes, 
Love's fubtleft flame thro' ev'ry art'ry flies : 
Our trembling limbs th' unequal pulfe betray, 
We gafce in tranfport loft-^then faint, and die away. 
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« ^ URN, gentle hermit of the. dale, 

A * And guide my lonely way • 
' To where yon taper cheers the vale 

* With hofpitable ray, 

« 

* For*here, forlorn and loft I tread, 

* With fainting fteps and flow;, >- ' 
« Where wilds immeafurably fpread, 

* Seem lengthening as I go/ 

* Forbear, my fon,' the hermit cries, 
' To tempt the dangerous gloom 5 

* For yonder faithlefs phantom flies 
« To lure thee to thy doom. 

* Here to the houfelefs child of want 

* My door is open ftill ; 

* And tho' my portion is but fcant, 
I* I give it with good will. 

D « Then 
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4 Then tarn to-night, and freely mare ' 
4 What'cr my cell bellows ; 

* My fumy couch, and frugal fare, 
4 My bleffing and repofe. 

« No flocks that range the valley free 
4 To (laughter I condemn : 

* Taught by that power that pities me, 
' I learn to pity them. 

* But from the mountain's graiTy fide 

' A guiltlefs feafl I bring ; 

* A fcrip with herbs and fruits fupply'd, 
4 And water from the fpring. 

• 

* Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego ; 

* All earth-born cares are wrong : 

* Man wants but little here below, 

* Nor wants that little long.* 

/ 

Soft as the dew from heav'n defcenda 

His gentle accents fell : 
The modeft ftranger lowly bends, 

And follows to the cell* 

Far in a wildernefs obfeure 

The lonely manfion lay, 
A refuge to the neighbouring poor 

And Grangers led aftray. 



Na 
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No ftofes beneath its humble thatch 

Requir'd a mailer's care ! 
The wicket opening with a latch, 

Jteceiv'd the harmlefs pair. 

And now when bufy crowds retire 

To take their evening reft, 
The hermit trimm'd his little fire* 

And cheer'd his penfive gueft j 

And fpread his vegetable ftore, 
And gayly preft, and fmil'd, 

And fkill'd in legendary lore* 
The lingering hours beguil'd* 

Around in fympathetic mirth 

Its tricks the kitten tries, 
The cricket chirrups in the hearth, 

The crackling faggot flies* 

But nothing could a charm impart 
To footh the {banger's woe ; 

For grief was heavy at his heart* 
And tears began to flow. 

His riiing cares the hermit fpy'd, 
With anfwering care oppreft : 

• And whence, unhappy youth,' he cry'd, 
* The forrows of thy breaft ? 
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« From better habitations fpurnM, 

« Reluftant doft thou rove ; 
« Or grieve for friendfhip unieturn'd, 

' Or unregarded love ? t 

< Alas \ the joys that fortune brings 

' Are trifling and decay ; 
4 And thofe who prize the paltry things* 

« More trifling ftill than they. 

« And what is friendfhip but a name, 

« A charm that lulls to deep ; 
• « A (hade that follows wealth or fame, 
« But leaves the wretch to weep ? 

f And love is ftill an emptier found, 

« The modern fair one's jeft, 
* On earth unfeen, or only found 

« To warm the turtle's neft. 

' For fhame, fond youtli, thy forrows hum, 
« And fpurn the fex,' he faid : 

But, while he fpoke; arHing blufh 
His love-lorn gueft betray'd. 

Surpriz'd he fees new beauties rife 
Swift mantling to the view, * 

Like colours o'er the morning flues, 
As bright, as tranuent too. 



The 
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The baihful look, the rifing breaft, 

Alternate fpread alarms, 
The lovely Granger 'ftands confeft 

A maid in all her charms. 

* And, ah ! forgive a Granger rude, 
' A wretch forlorn/* the cry'd, 

* Whofe feet unhallowed' thus intrude 
' Where heaven and you refide* 

* But let a mud thy pity fhare, 

' Whom love has taught to (fray ; 

* Who feeks for reft, but finds defpair 
' Companion of her way. 

* My father liv'd befide the Tyne, 

* A wealthy lord was he ; 

* And all his wealth was mark'd as mine ; 
' He had but only me. 

* To win me from his tender arms 

* Unnumber'd fuitofs came ; * 

4 Who prais'd me for imputed charms, 

* And felt or feign'd a flame. 

« 

4 Each hour a mercenary crowd 

* With richeft proffers ftrove : 

* Among the reft young Edwin bow*d f 

* But never talk'd of love. 
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4 In humble fimpleft hfcbit clad, 

* No wealth nor power had he $ 

c Wifdom and worth were all he had, 

* But thefe were all to me, 

* The bloflbm opening to the day, 

« The dews of heaven refin'd, 

i 

* Could nought of purity difplay 

* To emulate his mind, 

\ 

* The dew, the bloflbjq on the free, 
' With charms inconstant fhine ; 

« Their charms were his, but woe to me* 

* Their conftancy was mine. 

* For ftill I try'd each fickle art, 

* Importunate and vain $ 

*• And while his paffion touch'd my heart, 

* I triumph'd in his pain. 

.• Till quite deje&ed with my fcgrn^ 

' He left me to my pride ; 
f And fought a folitude forlorn, 

* In fecret where he died. 

* 

f But mine the forrow, mine the fault, 

*• And well my life ihall pay, 
■f I'll feek the folitude he fought, , 

* And ftrctch m$ where he lay. * 
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« And there forlorn defpairing hid, 

* I'll lay me down and die : 

* Twas fo for me that Edwin did, 

* And fo for him will L 9 

€ Forbid it, heaven !' the hermit cry'd, 
And clafp'd her to his breail-3 

The wondering fair one turn'd to chide, 
'Twas Edwin's felf "that preft. 

* Turn, Angelina, ever dear, 

' My charmer turn to fee] 

* Thy own, thy long loft Edwin here, 

* Reftor'd to love and thee. 

* Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 
' And ev 9 ry care relign ; 

* And fhallwe never, never part, 

* My life,— my all that's mine* 

* No, never, from this hour to part, 

' We'll live and love fo true ; 
4 The figh that rends thy conftant heart, 
' Shall break thy Edwin's too.' 
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The G I F T : To I.R'U, 

« - * 

BY THE S A MB. - 

SA Y, cruel Iris, pretty rake, » ' 

Dear mercenary be&uty, * . * 

What annual offering (hall I make, 
Expreffive of my duty f 

My heart, a victim to thine eye*, 

Should I at once deliver, 
Say, would the anery fai© one prize 

The gift, who flights the giver ? 

A bill, a jewel, watch, or toy, 

iMy rivals give — ahd let 'em : 
If gems, or gold, impart a joy, 

Fll give them, when I get 'em. 

I'll give — but not the full-blown rofe, 

Or rofe-bud more in fafhioh ; 
Such fhort-liv'd offerings "but difclofe 

A tranfitory paffion : 



I'll give thee fomething yet unpaid. 

Not lefs fincere than civil : 
I'll give thee — Ah ! too charming maid, 



Fll give th ee . to the devil. 
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C I T's COUNTRY-BOX, 1757. 

BY RO BE RT LLOYD, A. M. 

Vos fapere &f folos aio bene e vi e vere > quorum, 
Confpicitur nitidis fundata pecunia <villis. Ho&» 

♦ r 

THE wealthy cit, : grown, old in trade, 
Now wifhes for the rural ihade, 
And buckles to his; one-horfe chair 
Old Dobbin, or the founder' d mar*^ 
While wedg'd in clofely by his fide, 
Sits madam, his unweildy bride, 
With Jacky on a ftool before 'em, 
And out they jog in due decorum. 
Scarce pail the turnpike half a mile, 
How all the country feems to fmile ! 
And as they flowly )og together, 
The cit commends the road and weather ; 
While madam doits upon the trees, 
And longs for ev'ry hbufe (he fees, 
Admires its views, its fituation, 
And thus fhe opens her oration. 

What fignifies the loads of wealth 
"VVithout that richeft jewel, health i 

Excufe 
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Boccufe the ibndnefs of a wife, 

Who doats upon your precious life 1 

Suck eafelefs toil, fuch conftant care, 

Is more than human ftrength can bear : 

One may obferve it in your face— * - > 

Indeed, iny dear, you break apace : 

And nothing can your health repair, 

But exercife, and country air* 

Sir Traffic has a houfe, you know, 

About a mile from Cheney-Row : 
He's a good man, indeed 'tis true, 
But not fo warm, my dear, as you : 
And folks are always apt to fneer— 
One would not be out-done, my dear ! 

Sir Tcaffic's name fo well apply'd 
Awak'd his brother merchant's pride ; 
And Thrifty, who had all his life 
Paid utmoft deference to his wife, 
Confefs'd her arguments had reafo'n, 
And by th' approaching fummer feafon, 
Draws a few hundreds from the flocks, 
And purchafes his country-box, 

Some three or four miles out of town, 
(An hour's ride will bring you down) 
He fixes on his choice abode, 
Not half a furlong from the road ; 
And fo Convenient does it lay, 
The ftages pafs it ev'ry day ; 
And then fo fnug, fo mighty pretty*, 
To haite an houfe fo near the city J 
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Take but your places at the Boar, 
You're fet down at the very door. 

Well then, fuppofe them fix'd at laft, 
White- warning, painting, fcrubbing paft t 
Hugging themfelves in eafe and clover, 
With all the fufs of moving over ; 
I«o, a new heap of whims are bred ! 
And wanton in my lady's head. 

Well to be fure, it muft be own'd, 
It is a charming fpot of ground ; 
5© fweet a diftance for a ride, 
And all about fo countrified ! 
*T would come to but a trifling price 
To make it quite a paradife ; 
I cannot bear thofe nafty rails, 
Thofe ugly broken mouldy pales i 
Suppofe, my dear, inftead of thefe. 
We build a railing, all Chinefe ; 
Although one hates to be expos'd, 
*Tis difmal to be thus inclos'd : 
One hardly any object fees— ^» - 
J wifh you'd fell thofe odious trees, 
Qbje&s continually paffing by 
Were fomething to amufe the eye, 
But to be pent within the walls— <r 
One might as well be at St. Paul's. 
Our houfe beholders would adore, 
Was there a level lawn before, 
Nothing its views to incommode, 
Jut quit? bid open to the wad j v 
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While ev'ry traveler in amaze 
Should on our little manfion gaze, 
And pointing to the choice retreat, 
Cry, that's Sir Thrifty's country-feat. 

No doubt her<arguments prevail, 
For madam's taste can never fail. 

Bleft age ! when all men may procure 
The title of a connoiileur ; 
When noble and ignoble herd 
Are govern'd by a fingle word ; 
Though, like the royal German dames, 
It bears an hundred Chriftian names ; 
As Genius, Fancy, Judgment, Gout, 
Whim, Caprice, Je-ne-fcai-quoi, Virtu ; 
Which appellations all defcribe 
Taste, and the modern tafteful tribe. 

Now biicklay'rs, carpenters, and joiners, 
With Chinefe artifts and deiigners, 
Produce their fchemes of alteration, 
To work this wond'rous reformation. 
The ufeful dome, which fecret flood, 
Embofom'd in the yew-tree's wood, 
The trav'ler with amazement fees 
A temple, Gothic, or Chinefe, 
With many a bell, and tawdry rag on, „ 
And crcfted with a fprawling dragon; 
A wooden arch is bent aftride 
A ditch of water, four foot wide, 
With angles, curves, and zigzag lines, 
From Halfpenny's exa& defigns ; 
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In front, a level lawn is fecn, 
Without a fhrub upon the green, 
Where Tafte would want its firft great law, 
But for the fkulking, fly ha-ha, ' 
By whofe miraculons affiftance 
You gain a profpeft two fields diftancc. 
And now from Hyde-Park Corner come 
The gods of Athens, and of Rome. 
Here fquabby Cupids take their places, 
With Venus, and the clumfy graces : 
Apollo there', with aim fo clever, 
Stretches his leaden bow for ever ; 
And there, without the pow'r to fly, 
Stands fix'd a tip-toe Mercury. 

The villa thus completely grac'd, 
All own, that Thrifty has a tafte ; 
And madam's female friends and couflns, 
With common-council-men, by dozens, 
Flock ev'ry Sunday to the feat, 
To flare about them, and to eat. 

The ACTOR. 

ADDRESSED TO 

B O N N E L L THORNTON, Efq; 

BYTHESAME. 

ACTING, dear Thornton, its perfection draws 
From no obfervance of mechanic laws ; 

» 

No fettled maxims of a fav'rite ftage, ' 

No rules deliver'd down from age to age, 

6 Let 
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Let players nicely mark them as they will* 
Can e'er entail hereditary fkJ.ll. 
If, 'moagft the humble hearers of the pit, 
Some curious veteran critic chance to Ht, 
Is he ffteas'd more becaufe 'twas acted fo 
By Booth and Cibber thirty years ago ? 
The mind recals an object held more dear. 
And hates the copy, that it comes fo near : 
Why lov'd we Wilks's air, Booth's nervous tone i 
In them 'twas natural, 'twas all their own. 
A Garrick's genius mud our wonder raife, 
But gives his mimic no reflected praife. 
Thrice happy Genius, whofe unrival'd name 
Shall live for ever in the voice of Fame ! 
'Tis thine to lead, with more than magic (kill, 
The train of captive paffions at thy will ; 
To bid the burning tear fpontaneetfs flow 
In the fweet fenfe of fympathetic woe : 
Through ev'ry vein I feel a chillnefs creep, 
When horrors fuch as thine have murder'd fleep % 
And at the old man's look and frantic flare 
'Tis Lear alarms me, for I fee him there. 
Nor yet confinM to tragic walks alone, 
The comic mufe too claims thee for her own. 
With each delightful requifite to pleafe, 
Tafte, fpirit, judgment, elegance, and eafe, 
Familiar nature forms thy only rule, 
From Ranger's rake to Drugger's vacant fool : 
With powers fo pliant, and fo various bleil, 
That what we fee the lad, we like the beft. 

Not 
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Not idly pleas'd, at judgment's dear expence, 
But burft outrageous with the laugh of &nfe. 

Perfection's top, with weary toil and pain, 
'Tis genius only that can hope to gain. 
The playVs profeffion (tho* I hate the phrafe, 
'Tis fo mechanic in thefe modern Says) 
Lies not in trick, or attitude, or ftart, 
Nature's true knowledge is his only art. 
The ftrong-feltpaffion bolts into the face, 
The mind untouch'd, what is it but grimace ? 
To this one flandard make your juft appeal. 
Here lies the golden fecret ; learn to feel. 
Or fool, or monarch, happy, ordiftreft, 
No a&or pleafes that fa not poflefs'd. 

Once on the ftage, in Rome's declining days. 
When Chriftians were the fubje&of their plays, 
E'er perfecution dropp'd her iron rod, 
And men ftill wag'd an impious war with God» 
An actor flourilh'd of no vulgar fame, 
Nature's difciple, and Geneft his name. 
A noble objed for his fkill he chofe, 
A martyr dying 'midft infulting foes ; 
Refign'd with patience to religion's laws, 
Yet braving monarchs in his Saviour's caufe, 
Fill'd with th* idea of the fecret part, 
He felt a zeal beyond the reach of art, 
While look, and voice, and gefture all expreft 
A kindred ardour in the player's bread ; 
Till as the flame thro* all his bofom ran, 
He loft the aftor, and commenc'd the man : 
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$rofeft the faith, his pagan gods denied, 
And what he acted then, he after died. 

The player's province they but vainly try, 
Who want thefe pow'rs, deportment, voice, "and eye. 

The critic fight 'tis only grace can pleafe, 
No figure charms us if it has not eafe. 
There are, who think the flature all in ail, 
Nor like the Hero, if he is not tall. 
The feeling fenfe all other want fupplies, 
I rate no a&or's merit from his fize. 
Superior height requires fuperior grace, 
And what's a giant with a vacant face ? 

Theatric monarchs, in their tragic gait, 
Affect to mark the folemn pace of fiate ; 
One foot put forward in pofition ftrong, 
The other, like its vaflal, dragg'd along : 
So grave each motion, fo exadl and flow, 
Like wooden monarchs at a puppet-fhow. 
The mien delights us that has native grace, 
But afFe&ation ill fupplies its place. 

Unfkilful aftors, like your mimic apes, 
Will writhe their bodies in a thoufand fhapes : 
However foreign from the poet's art, 
No tragic hero but admires a ftart. 
What though unfeeling of the nervous line ; 
Who .but allows his attitude is fine ? 
While a whole minute equipois'd he Hands, 
Till praife difmifs him with her echoing hands ! 
Refolv'd, though, nature hate the tedious r aufe, 
By j>erfeverance to extort applaufe. 

When 



When Romeo forrowing at his Juliet's doom^ 
With eager madnefs burfts the canvas tomb, 
The fudden whirl, firetch'd leg, and lifted flaff, 
Which pleafe the vulgar, make the critic laugh. 
To paint the paflion's force, and mark it well, 
The proper a&ion nature's felf will tell : 
No pleafing pow'rs diftortions e'er exprefs, 
And nicer judgment always loaths excefs. 
In fock or buflun, who o'erleaps the bounds* 
Difgufts our reafon, and the tafte confounds* 
Of all the evils which the ftage moleft, 
I hate your fool who overafts his jeft ; 
Who murders what the poet finely writ, 
And, like a bungler, haggles all his wit, 
With fhrug, and grin, and gefture out of placfc, , 
And writes a foolifh comment with his face. 
Old Johnfon once, , tho' Cibber's perter veia 
But meanly groupes him with a num'rous train, 
With fteady face, and fober hum'rous mien, 
FilFd the ftrong outlines of the comic fcene. 
What was writ down, with decent utt'rance /poke, 
Betray'd no fymptom of the confcious joke ; 
The very man in look, in voice, in air, 
And tho* upon the ftage, appear'd no play'r. 
The word and action fliould conjointly fuit, 
But acting words is labour too minute. 
Grimace will ever lead the judgment wrong; 
While fober humour marks th* impreflion ftrong; 
Her proper traits the iixt attention hit; 
And bring me clofer to the poet's wit ; 
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With her delighted o'er each fcene I go, '* 

'Well-plcas'd, and not afhaWd of being fb, ^J 

But let the generous a&or ftill forbear 
To copy features with a- mimic's care ! ' 

'Tis a poor flull, which ev'ry fool can reachy 
A vile ftage-cuftom, honourM in the breach. 
Worfe as more clofe, the diiingenuous art " 

But (hews the wanton loofenefs of the heart. 
When I behold a wretch, of talents mean, 
Drag private foibles on the public fcene, 
Forfaking nature's fair and open road 
To mark fome whim, fome flrange peculiar mode, 
Fir'd with difguft, I loath his fervile plan, 
Defpife the mimic, and abhor the man. 
Go to the lam?, to hofpitals repair, 
A«d hunt for humour in diflortions there ! 
Fill up the meafure of the motley whim 
With ftirug, wink, fnuffle, and convulfive limb ; 
Then fhame at once, to pleafe a trifling age, 
Good fenfe, good manners, virtue, and the flage ! 

'Tis not enough the voice be found and clean, 
.^Tis modulation that muft charm the ear. 
When defperate heroines grieve with tedious moan. 
And whine their forrows in a fee-faw tone, 
The fame foft* founds of unimpaflioned woes 
Can only make the yawning hearers doze. 

The voice all modes of paffion can exprefs, 
That marks the proper word with proper ftrefs* 
But none emphatic can that a&or call, 
Who lays an equal emphafi§ on all. 

Some 
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Some o'er the tongue the labour'd meafures roll 
Slow and deliberate as the parting toll, 
Point ev'ry flop, mark ev'ry paufe fo ftrong, 
Their words, like ftage-proceffions, ftalk along* 
All affectation but creates difguft, 
And e'en in fpeaking.we may {eem too juft. , 

Nor proper, Thornton, can thofe founds appear 
Which bring not numbers to thy nicer ear : 
In vain for them thepleafing meafure flows, . 
Whofe recitation runs it all to proie ; 
Repeating what the poet fets not down, 
The verb disjointing from its friendly noun, 
While paufe, and break, and repetition join 
To make a d*fcord in each tuneful line. 

Some placid natures fill th' allotted fcene 

< 

With lifelefs drone, infipid and ferene; 
While others thunder ev*ry couplet o'er, 
And aim oft crackyour ears with rant and roar* 

More nature dft and liner flrokes are fhown, 
In the low whifper than tempeftuous tone. 
And Hamlet's hollow voice and fixt amaze 
More p6werfu4 terror to the mind conveys,* 
Than he,, who fwol'n with big impetuous rage. 
Sullies the "bulky phantom off the ftage. 

He, who in earneft ftudics o'er his part, 
Will find true nature cling about his heart. 
The modes of grief are not included all 
In the white handkerchief and mournful drawl y 
A fingle look more marks th* internal woe, 
TbftB all the windings of the lengthen'd O. 
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TXp to the face the quick fenfation flies, 
And darts its meaning from the fpeaking eyes ! 
Love, tranfport, madness, anger, fcorn, defpair, 
And all the paffions, all the foul is there* 

In vain Ophelia gives her flowrets round, 
And with her ftraws fantaftic ftrews the ground, 
In vain now lings, now heaves the defp'rate figh, 
If phrenzy fit not in the troubled eye. 
In Gibber's look commanding forrows fpeak, 
And call the tear faft trickling down my cheek* 

There is a fa«lt which ftirs the critic's rage | 
A want of due attention on the ftage. 
I have feen adors, and admir'd ones too, 
Whofe tongues wound up fet forward from their cue $ 
In their own fpeech who whine, or roar away, 
Yet feem unmov'd at what the reft may fay ; 
Whofe eyes and thoughts on different obje&s roam* 
Until the prompter's voice recal them home* 

Diveft yourfelf of hearers, if you can, 
And ftrive to fpeak, and be the very man. 
Whylhould the well-bred aftor wifh to know 
Who fits above to-night, or who below ? 
So, 'mid th' harmonious tones of grief or rage, 
Italian fquallers oft di {grace the ftage ; 
When,, with a fimp'ring leer, and bow profound. 
The fqueaking Cyrus greets the boxes round $ 
Or proud Mandane, of imperial race, 
Familiar drops a curt'lie to her grace. 

To fuit the drefs demands the a&or's art, . 
„ Yet there are thofe who over-dref* the part. 
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To fome prescriptive right gives fettled things, 
Black wigs to murd'rers, feather'd hats to kings : 
But Michael Caffio might be drunk enough, 
Tho' all his features were not grim'd with fnufF. 
Why fliouM Poll Peachum mine in fattin cloaths i 
Why ev'ry devil dance in fcarlet hofe ? 

But in ftage-cuftoms what offends me moft 
Is the dip-door, and flowly-rifing ghofh 
Tell me, nor count the queftion too fevere, 
Why need the difmal powder'd forms appear ? 

When chilling horrors make th* affrighted king, 
And* guilt torments him with her fcorpion fting ; 
When keeneft feelings at his bofom pull, 
And fancy tells him that the feat is full ; 
Why need the ghoft ufurp the monarch's place, 
To frighten children with his mealy face ? 
The king alone fhou'd form the phantom there, 
And talk and tremble at the vacant chair. 

If Belvidera. her lov'd lofs deplore, 
Why for twin fpe&res burfts the yawning floor I 
When with difbrder'd flarts, and horrid cries, 
She paints the murder'd forms before her eyes, 
And flill purfues them with a frantic ftare, 
'Tis pregnant madnefs brings the vifions there* 
More inflant horror would enforce the fcene, 
If all her fhudd'rings were at fhapes unfeen. 

Poet and a&or thus, with blendid (kill, 
Mould all our jjaffions to their inflant will ; 
'Tis thus, when feeling Garrick treads the ftage, 
(The fpeaking comment of his Shakefpear's page) 

S3 Oft 
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Oft as I drink the words with greedy ears, 
I ihake with horror, or difTolve with tears. 

O ! ne'er may folly feize the throne of tafte> 
Nor dulnefs lay the realms of genius wade ! 
No bouncing crackers ape the thund'rer's fire, 
No tumbler float upon the bending wire ! 
More natural ufes to the ftage belong, 
Than tumblers, monfters, pantomime, or fong, 
For other purpofe was that fpot defign'd : 
To purge the paflions, and reform the mind, 
To give to nature all the force of art, 
And while it charms the ear to mend the heart- 

Thornton, to thee, I dare with truth commend 
The decent ftage, as virtue's natural friend. 
Tho' oft debas'd with fcenes profane and loofe, 
No reafon weighs againft its proper ufe. 
Tho' the lewdprieft his facred function fhame, 
Religion's perfect law is flill the fame. 

Shall they, who trace the paflions from tieir rife* 
Shew fcorn her features, her own image vice ? m 
Who teach the mind its proper force to fcan, 
And hold the faithful mirror up to man. 
Shall their profeffion e'er provoke difdain,. 
Who ftand the foremoft in the mortal train;. 
Who lend reflection all the grace of art, 
And ftrike the precept home upon the heart ? 

Yet, haplefs artifl ! tho' thy fkill can raife 
The burfting peal of univerfal praife, 
Tho' at thy beck applaufe delighted flatfds, 
And lifts, Briareus' like, her hundred hands, 
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Know, fame awards thee but a partial breath ! 

Not all thy talents brave the ftroke of death. 

Poets to ages yet unborn appeal, 

And lateft times th' eternal nature feel. 

Tho' blended here the praife of bard and play'r, 

While more than half becomes the a&or's ihare, 

Relentlefs death untwifts the mingled fame, 

.And iinks the player ia the poet's name. 

The pliant mufcles of the various face, 

The mien that gave each fentence ftrength and grace, 

The tuneful voice, the eye that fpoke the mind. 

Are gone, nor leave a fingle trace behind* 

WILLIAM and M A R G A R E T. 

BY DAY ID MALLET, Efp 

L 
"TT^WAS at the filent, folemn hour, 

JL When night and morning meet, 
In glided Ma rgaiet's grimly ghoft, 

And ftood at William's feet. 

H. 
Her face was like an April-morn, 

Clad in a wintry cloud : 
And clay-cold was her lily-hand, 

That held her fable fliroud. 

E4 m. 1 ** 
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to (hall the fairef: face appear, ' 

When youth and years are flown : 
Such is the robe that kings muft wear, 

When' death has reft their crown, 

IV, 

Her bloom was like the fpringing flower* 

That fips the filver dew ; 
The rofe.was budded in her cheek, * 

Juft opening to the view. 

. V. 
But love had, like the canker-worm, 
Confum'd her early prime : 

The rofe grew pale, and left her cheek; 

She dy'd before her time. 

* J ' ' VI. 

Awake ! fhe cry'd, thy true love calls^ 

Come from her midnight-grave $ 
Now let thy pity hear the maid 

Thy love refus'd to fave. 

vir. 

This is the dumb and dreary hour, 

When injur'd ghdfts complain ; 
When yawning graves give up their dead* 

To haunt the faithlefs fwain. 

VIII. 
Bethink thee, Williaih, of thy fault, 

Thy pledge and broken oath : 
And give me back my maiden-vow, 

And give me back my troth. 

IX. Why 
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IX. 

Why did you promife love to me*, 

And not that promife keep ? 
Why did you fwear my eyes were bright* - 

Yet leave thofe eyes to weep ? 

X. 

How could you fay my face was fair, 

And yet that face forfake ? 
How could you win my virgin heart, 
Yet leave that heart to break ? 

XL 

Why did you fay, my lip was fweet, 

And made the fcarlet pale ? 
And why did I, ydurig witlefs maid, 

Believe the flattering tale ! 

. XII. 
dThat face, alas ! no more is fair ; 

Thofe lips no longer red : 
Dark are my eyes, now clos'd in death, 

And every charm is fled. 

XHL 
The hungry worm my Mer is ; 

This winding fheet I wear : 
And cold and weary lafts our night, 

Till that laft morn appear. 

XIV, 
But hark ! the cock has warn'd me hence; 

A long and late adieu ! 
Come, fee, falfe man, how low flie lies, 

Who dy'd for love of you. 



XV. The 
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XV, 
The lark fung loud ; tne morning fmil'd* 

With beams of rofy red : 
Pale William 'quak'd in every limb, 
i And raving left his bed. 

XVI. 
He hy'd him to the fatal place -^ 

Where Margaret's body lay : 
And ftretch'd him on the grafs-green turf* a - 

That wrapp'd her^breathlefs clay. 

xvn. 

And thrice he call'd on Margaret's name, 

And thrice he wept full fore : 
Then laid his cheek to her cold grave, 

And word fpoke never more ! 

N. B. In a comedy of Fletcher, called The Knight ofikr 
burning Peftle, old Mertiy Thought enters repeating the 
fbllowing v^rfes : 

When it Was grown to dark midnight, 

And all were faft aileep, 
In came Margaret's grimly ghoft* 

And flood at WiLLrAM's feet.. 

/ ^ 

This was, probably, the beginning of fbme ballad, commonly 
known at the time when that author wrote ; and is all of it 9 
I believe, that is any where to he met with. Theft; lines,, 
naked of ornament and fimple as they are, ftruck my fancy : 
and, bringing frefh into my mind an unhappy adventure, much 
talked of formerly, gave birth to the foregoing poem j. which 
was written many years ago, 

ZEPHIR; 
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ZEPHIR: or, the STRATAGEM. 

BYTHE SAME, 

f 

Egregiam *uero laudem it ffdia ampla reftrtis y 

Una dolo Divum ft Fcemina wicla duorum eft* Virc* 

. The ARGUMENT. 

A certain young lady was furprifed, on horfe-back, by 
a violent ftorm of wind and rain from the Southwest; 
which made her diimount fomewhat precipitately. 

THE God, in whofe gay train appear 
Thofe gales that wake the purple year ; 
Who lights up health and bloom and grace 
In Nature's, and in Mira's face; 
To fpeak more plain, the weftern windy 
Had feen this brighteft of her kind z 
Had feen her oft with frefli furprize ! 
And ever with defiring eyes ! 
Much by her (hape, her look, her air, 
DiftinguinVd from the vulgar fair : 
More, by the meaning foul that mines 
Thro' all her charms, and all refines. 
Born to command, yet turn'd to pleafe, 
Her form is dignity, with eafe : 
Then — fuch a hand, and fuch an arm, 
As age or impotence might warm ! 

J«ft 
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■Juft fuch a leg too, Zephir knows , 

The Medicean Venus fhows ! * 
So far he fees ; fo far admires, 

Each charm is fuel to his fires : 

But cth r charms, and thofe of prfce£ 

That form the bounds of Paradise, 

Can thofe an equal praife command ? 
'All turn'd by Nature's fineft hand I 

Is all the. confecrated ground 

With plumpnefs, firm, with imodthhefs, round T 

The world, but once, one Zeuxis faw* 
'A faultlefs form who dar'd to draw : 

And then, that all might perfect be, 

All rounded off in due degree, 

To furnifh out the matchlefs piece, 

Were rifled half the toafts of Greece. 

> Twas Pitt's white neck, 'twas Delia's thigh 5 

*Twas \*' a ld'g rave's fweetly-brilliant eye ; 

*Twas gentle Pembroke's eafe and grace, j 

And Hervey lent her maiden-face. 

But dares he hope, on British ground. 

That thefe may all, in one, be found ? 

Thefe chiefly that ftill fliun his eye ? 

He knows not ; but he means to try, 

Aurora rifing, frefhandgay, 

Gave promife of a golden day, 

Up, with her fitter, Mir a roie, 

Four hours before our London beaus ; 

For thefe are ftill afleep and dead, 

Save Arthur's fons-^not yet in bed, 

4 A rofe, 



A r#fe, Impearl'd with orient dew, 
Had caught the paffing fair one's view $ 
To pluck the bud he faw her floop, 
And try'd, behind, to heave her hoop : 
Then, while acrofs the daify'd lawn 
She turn'd, to feed her milk-white fawn* 
Due weftward as her Heps ihe bore, 
"Would fwell her petticoat before ; 
Would fubtly fteal his face between, 
To fee — what never yet was feen I 
* c And fure, to fan it with his wing, 
No nine-month fymptom e'er can bring : 
His aim is but the nymph to pleafe, 
Who daily courts his cooling breeze.** 

But liften, fond believing maid : 
When Love, foft traitor, would perfuade, 
With all the moving fk.il! and grace 
Of pra&is'd paffion irt his face, 
Dread his approach, diftruft your power- 
For oh ! there is one fhepherd's hour ; 
And tho' ,he long, his aim to cover, 
May, with the friend, difguife the lover, 
The fenfe, or nonfenfe, of his wooing 
Will but adore you into ruin, 
Jut, for thofe butterflies, the beaus, 
Who buzz around in tinfel-rows, 
Shake, fhake them off. with quick difdain ; 
Where infe&s fettle, they will ftain. 

Thus, Zephir oft the nymph afiaU'd, 
As oft bis little arts Had fail'd ; 
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The folds of filk> the ribs of whale, 
Refitted ftill his feeble gale. 
With thefe repulfes vex'd at heart, 
Poor Z e p h i r has recourfe to art : 
And his own weaknefs to fupply, 
Calls in a brother of the fky. 
The rude South- Weft : whofcmildeil play 
Is war, mere war, the Ruffian way : 
A tempeft-maker by his trade, 
Who knows to ravifh, not perfuade. 
The terms of their aereal league, 
How firft to harrafs and fatigue, 
Then, found on fome remoter plain* 
*JTo ply her clofe with wind and rain ; 
Thefe terms, writ fair and fealM and fign'i 
Should Web or Stukely wiih to find, 
Wife antiquaries, who explore 
Ail that has, ever pafs'd — and more ; 
Tho' here too tedious to be told, 
Are yonder in fome cloud enroll'd, 
Thofe floating regifters in air ; 
S6 let them mount, and read 'em there. 

The grand alliance thus agreed, 
To inftant action they proceed ; 
For 'tis in war a maxim known,' 
As Prussia's monarch well has mown, 
To break, at once, upon your foe, 
And ftrike the firft preventive blow. 
With Toro's lungs, in Toro's form, 
^ Whofe very how-d'ye is a florin, 
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The dread South- Weft his part begun. 
Thick clouds, extinguilhing the Tun, 
At his command, from pole to pole 
Dark-fpreading o'er, the fair one roll ; 
Who, preffing now her favourite fteed, 
Adorned the pomp fhe deigns to lead. 

OMira! to the future blind, 
Th* iniidious £o% is clofe behind : • 

Guard, guard your treafure, while you can j 
Unlefs this God mould be the man. 
For lo ! the clouds, at his known calf, 
Are clofing round- — they burft ! they fall ! 
While at the charmer, all-aghaft, 
He pours whole winter in a blaft : 
Nor cares, in his impetuous mood, 
If navies founder on ,the flood ; 
If Britain's coaft be left as bare** 
As he refblves to leave the fair. 

Here, Gods refemble human breed ; y 

The world be damn'd — fo they fucceed. 

Pale, trembling, from her fteed fhe fled. 
With filk, lawn, linen, round her head j 
And, to the fawns who fed above, 
Unveil'd the lafl recefs of love. ' 

Each wondering fawn was feen to bound f, 
Each branchy deer o'erleap'd his mound, 

# The very day on which the fleet under admiral JHawk* 
was blown into To r b a y . 

f Immemor herbarum quos eft rairata Juvenca. Virg. 

At 



At fight of that fequefter'd glade, 
In all its light, in all its ihade, 
Which rifes there for wifeft ends, 
To deck the temple it defends, 

Lo ! gentle tenants of the grove, 
For what a thoufand heroes ftrove, 
When Europe, Asia, both in arms, 
' Difputed one fair lady's charms. ' 
The war pretended Helen's eyes * ; 
But this, believe it, was the prize. 
•fhis'rous'd^AcHiLLEs' mortal ire, 
This ftrung his Homer's epic lyre; 
Gave to the world La Mancha's knight,' 
And ftill makes bulls and heroes fight. 

Yet, tho' the diftant confcious mufe 
This airy rape delighted views ; 
Yet fhe, for honour guides her lays, 
Enjoying it, difdains to praife, 
Jf Frenchmen always fight with odds, 
Are they a pattern for the gods ? 
Can Ruffia, can th' Hungarian vampire f , 
With whom caft in the Swedes and empire* 
Can four fuch powers, who one aflail, 
Deferve our praife, ihould they prevail ? 
O mighty triumph ! high renown ! 
Two gods have brought one mortal down J 

* Et fuit ante Helen am, &c. Hor. 
- + A certain mifchievous demon that delights much in huma^ 
fclood j of whom there are many ftories told in Hungary.* 

Have 
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Mave clubb'd their forces in a ftorm, 
To ftrip one helplefs female form ! 
Strip her flark naked ; yet confefs, 
Such charms are Beauty's faireft drefs 1 

But> all-infenfible to blame. 
The fky-born ravifhers on flame 
Enchanted at the profpect flood. 
And kifsM with rapture what they view'd. 
Sleek S * * r too had done no lets ; 
Would parfons Jiere the truth confefs : 
Nay, one briflc Peer, yet all-alive, 
Would do the fame, at eighty-five *• 

But how, in colours foftly-bright, 
Where ftrength and harmony unite, 
To paint the limbs, that fairer fhow 
Than MessaLina's borrow'd fnow; 
To paint the rofe, that, thro* its ihade, 
With theirs, one human eye furvey'd ; 
Would gracious Phoebus tell me how, 
Would he the genuine draught avow, 
The mufe, a fecond Titian then, 
To fame might confecrate her pen ! 
1 That Titian, Nature gave of old 
The queen of x beauty to behold, 
Like Mir a unadorn'd by drefs, 
But all-complete in nakednefs : 



* We believe there is a miftake in this reading ; for the perfon 
bed informed and moll concerned affures, that it ftiould be only 
[eventy-jive, 

F Then 



Then bade his emulating an 

Thofe wonders to the world itnpoft. 

Around the ready graces Hand, 

His tints to blend, to guide his hand. 

Each heightning ftrOke,- each happy line, 

Awakes to life the form divine ; 

Till rais'd and rounded every charm, 

And all with youth immortal warm, 

He fees, fcarce crediting his eyes, 

He fees a brighter Venus rife ! 

But, to the gentle reader's coft, 

His pencil with his life, was loft : 

And Mir a rnuft contented be, 

To live by Ramsay, and by Me# 

EDWIN and E M M A s 

* 

BY THE SAME. 

Mark it, Cesario, it is true and plain. 

The fpinfiers and the initters in the fun, 

And the free maids that weave their thread vtith htntf% 

Do ufe to chant it. It is filly Sooth, 

And dallies with the innocence of love, 

Like thfc old age* Shakbsp. Twwft* Nicht# 

I. 

FAR in the windings of a vale t 
Faft by a fheltering wood, 
The fafe retreat of health and peace* 
An humbe cottage flood, 

II. There 
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There beauteous Emma flourifli'd (fair 

Beneath a mother's eye ; 
Whofe only wifh on earth was now 

To fee her bleft, and die. 

The fofteft blufh that Nature fprcads 

Gave colour to her cheek i 
Such orient colour (miles thro* heaven* 

When vernal mornings break. 

IV* 
Nor let the pride of* great ones fcorn 

This charmer of the plains ; 
That fun, who bids their diamond blaze* 
To paint our lily deigna* 

V. 
Long had /he fill'd each youth with lave, 

Each maiden with defpair ; 

And tho' by all a wonder owii'd, 

Yet knew not me was fair. 

VI. 

Till Edwik came, the pride of /wains, 

A foul devoid of art ; 
And from whofe eye, ferenely mild, 
Shone forth the feeling heart. 

VIL 
A mutual flame was quickly caught ; 

Was quickly too reveaPd : 

For neither bo fom lodg'd a wi(h, 

That virtue keeps conceaPd. 

F 2 VIII. What; 
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vm. 

What happy hours df home-felt blifs 

Did love on both bellow ! 
But blifs too mighty long to laft, 

Where fortune proves a foe. 

IX. 

His filler, who, like Envy formed, 

Like her in mifchief joy'd, 
To work their harm, with wicked fkill, 

Eath darker art employ'd. 

X. 

The father too, a fordid man, 

Who love, nor pity knew, 
Was all-unfeeling as the clod 

From whence his riches grew* 

XI. 
Long had he feen their fecret flame, 

And feen it long unmov'd : 
Then with a father's frown at laft 

Had fternly difapprov'd. 

In Edwim's gentle heart, a war 

Of differing paffions ftrove : 
His heart, that durfl not difobey, 

Yet could not ceafe to love. ?s 

xni. 

Dcny'd her fight, he oft behind 

The fpreading hawthorn crept, 
To fnatch a glance, to mark the fpot 

Where Emma walk'd and wept. 

6 XIV. Oft 
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xrv. 

•Oft too on Stanemore's wintry waftc, 

Beneath the moonlight-fhade, . 
In fighs to pour-his foften'd foul, 

The midnight- mourner ftray'd. 

His cheek, where health witji beauty glow'd, 

A deadly pale o'ercafl : 
So fades the frefh rofe in its prime, 

Before the northern blafl. 

XVI, 

The parents now, with late remorie, 

Hung o'er his dying bed ; 
And weary'd heaven with fruitlefs vows, 

And fruitlefs forrow fhed. 

XVII. 
'Tis paft ! he cry'd — but if your fouls 

Sweet mercy yet can move, 
Let thefe dim eyes once more behold, 

What they mud ever love ! 

XVIII. 
She came ; his cold hand foftly touch'd. 

And bath'd with many a tear : 
Fall-falling o'er the primrofe pale, 

So morning dews appear. 

XIX, 
But oh ! his filler's jealous care, 

A cruel filler flie ! 
Forbad what Emma came to fay j 

** My Edwin live for me." 

F 3 XX. Now 



[ ; U I 

XX. 

Now homeward as fbe hopelefc wey t 

The church-yard path along,, 
The blaft blew cold, the dark owl fcr*a$a'4 

Her lover's funeral fong> 

XXI. 

Amid the falling gloom of night, 

Her (tartling fancy found 
In every bulli his hovering, faedt, 

His groan in every found. 

xm 

Alone, appall'd, thus had ft« f aft'd 

The vifionary vale ■ ■ ■ 
When lo ! the death-bell (mote her ear, 

Sad-founding in the gale ! 

XXHI. 

Juft then fhe reach'd* with trembling Sep. 

Her aged mother's doo r 
He's gone ! fhe cry'd j and I Jhall fee. 

That angel-face no more ! 

XXIV. 
I feel, I feel this breaking heart 

Beat high againft my fi de ■ ■ *■' 
From her white arm down funk her head J 

She fhivering figh'd, and died. 
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A PRAYER for INDIFFERENCE. 

BY Mil, GREV^LLE, 

OFT I've implorM the Gods in vato, 
And pray'd till I've been weary 3 
For once I'll try my wiih to gain 
Of Oberon the fairy. 

jSweet airy being, wanton fprite^ 

That lurk'ft in woods unfeen ; 
And oft by Cynthia's filver light 

Tripft gaily o'er the green 1 

If e'er thy pitying heart WW mw ? 4t 

As ancient ftories tell, 
And for th' Athenian ma$> who \qv% 

Thou fought'ft a wondrous fpell ; 

Oh ! deign once more t' exert thy power } 

Haply fome herb or tree, 
$bv'reign as juice of we(Uro fiowefe 

Conceals a balm for me, 

I afk no kind return of love, 

No tempting charm to pleafe: 
Far from the heart thofe gifts remoyp, 

That fighs for peace and cafe.' 

F4 No* 
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Nor peace nor eafe the heart can know, 

Which, like the needle true, 
Turns at the touch of joy or woe, 
** But, turning, trembles too. 

Far as diftrefs the foul can wound, 

*Tis pain in each degree : 
'Tis blifs but to, a certain bound ; 

Beyond is agony. 

Take then this treacherous fenfe of mine, 
Which 4poms me ftill to fmart ; 

Which pleafure can to pain refine, 
To pain new pangs impart. 

• 

O, hafle to fhed the facred balm ! 

My fhatter'd nerves new-ftring ; 
And for my gueft, ferenely calm, 

The nymph, Indifference, bring. 

At her approach, fee Hope, fee Fear, 

See Expe&ation fly ; 
And Difappointment in the rear, 

That blafts the promised joy. 

The tear, which pity taught to flow, 

The eye fhall then difown : 
The heart that melts for other's woe, 

Shall then fcarceftel its own. 
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Thp wounds which now each moment bleed* 

Each moment then (halt clofe, 
And tranquil days mail ftill fucceed 

To nights of calm repofe. 

O, fairy elf! but grant me this, 

This one kind comfort fend ; 
And fo may never-fading blifs 

Thy flow'ry paths attend ! 

So may the glow-worm's glimmering light 

Thy tiny footileps lead 
To fome new region of delight, 

Unknown to mortal tread. 

And be thy acorn gobjet fiil'd 
1 With heavVs ambroiial dew ; 
From fweeteft, freflieft flow'rs diftill'd, 
That ihed frefh fweets for you. 

And what of life remains for me, 

I'll pafs in fober eafe ; 
flalf-pleas'd, contented wil( I be, 

pontent but half to pleafe. 
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To SICKNESS; 

AN ELEGY, 

BY M*. PUAF, 

• 

HOW blithe the flow'ry graces of the tyring 
From nature's wardrobe come ! and hark Jiow gay 
Each glittering iufeft, hovering on the wing, 
Sings their glad welcome to the fields of May ! 

They gaze, with greedy eye, each beauty o*er ; 

They fuck the fweet breath of the bltrfhfng roft % 
Sport in the gale, or fip the rainbow fhow'r ;| 

Their life's fhort day no paufe of pleafure tgBOWft. * 

Like their's, dread pow'r ! my chearful morn difplay*<t 
The flattering promife of a golden noon, 

Till each gay cloud, that fportive nature fpread, 
Dy'd in the gloom of thy diftemper'd frown. 

Yes, ere I told my two-and-twentieth year. 
Swift from thy quiver flew the deadly dart y 

Harmlefs it pafs'd 'mid many a blithe compeer, 
And found its fated entrance near my heart. 

Pale as I lay beneath thy ebon wand, 

I faw them rove thro' pleafure's flowery field ; 
I faw Health paint them with her rofy hand, 
• Eager to burft my bonds, but fore'd to yield. 

, Yet, 
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Vet, while this mortal cot *f moidd f rmg day 
Shakes at the ftroke of thy tremendous power, 

Ah ! mtt the tranllent? tenant of a day 
Bear the rough blaft of each tempeftuous hour! 

Say ; ftalf the terrors thy pale flag unfolds, 

Too rigid queen ! unnerve the foul's bnght£owers> 

Till with a joylefi fmile the eye beholds 
Art's magic charms, and nature's fairy bowers r 

No, let me follow flill, thofe bow'rs among, 
Her flow'ry footfteps as the goddefs goes ; 

Let me, juft lifted *bove th' unletter'd throng, 
Read the few books the learned few compofe. 

And fuffer, when thy awful pleafure calls, 
The foul to fiiare her frail companion's fmart, 

Yet fuffer me to tafte the balm that falls, 

From Friend/hip's tongue, fo fweet upon the heart* 

Then, tho* each trembling nerve confefs thy frown, 
Ev'n till this anxious being (hall become - 

But a brief name upon a little done, 
Without one murmur I embrace my doom- 

For many a virtue, fhelter'd from mankind, 
Lives calm with thee, and lord o'er each deiire ; 

£nd many a feeble frame, whofe mighty mind 
Each mufe has touch'd with her immortal fire. 
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Ev'n * He, folc terror of a venal age, 
The tuneful bard, whofe philofophic foul 

With fuch bright radiance glow'd on Virtue's page* 
Learn'd many a leflbn from thy moral fchool. 

He f too, who " mounts and keeps his diftant way," 
His daring mind thy humanizing glooms 

Have temper'd with a melancholy ray, 

And taught to warble 'mid the village tombs, 

Yes, goddefs, to thy temple's deep recefs . 

I come, and lay for ever at its door 
The fyren throng of follies numberlefs, 

Nor wifh their flattering fongs fhould foothe me more. 

Thy decent garb {hall o'er my -limbs be fpread, 
Thy hand (hall lead me to thy fober train. 

Who here retired, with penfive pleafure tread 
The filent windings of thy dark domain. 

Hither the cherub Charity ihall fly 

From her bright orb, and brooding o'er my mind, 
For mifery raife a fympathizing flgh, 

Pardon for foes, and love for human kind, 

Then, while Ambition's trump from age to age 

Its flaughter'd millions boafts ; while Fame (hall rear 

Her deathlefs trophies o'er the bard and fage ; 
,Be mine the widow's figh, the orphan's pray'r. 

* Mr. Po*e. f Mr. Gray. 

Versbs 
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Verses to the People of ENGLAND, 1758. 

BY WIL. WHITEHEAD, Efqj Poet Lauiiat. 



'Mures animos in martia Mia 



Verfibus txacuit. Hofc. 

BRITONS, roufe to deeds of death! 
Wafle not zeal in idle breath, 
Nor lofe the harveft of your fwords 
In a civil-war of words ! 

Wherefore teems the fhamelefs preft 
With laboured births of emptinefs ? 
Reas'nings, which no h&s produce, 
Eloquence, that murders ufe ; 
Ill-tim'd humour, that beguiles 
Weeping idiots of their fmiles ; 
Wit, that knows but to defame, 
And fatire, that profaaes the name. 

Let th' undaunted Grecian teach 
The ufe and dignity of fpeech, 
At whofe thunders nobly thrown 
Shrunk the Man of Mace don. 
If the ftorm of words muft rife, 
Let it blaft our enemies ; 
Sure and nervous be it hurl'd 
On the Philips of the world. 

Learn 
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Learn not vainly to defpife 
(Proud of Edward's victories t) 
Warriors wedg'd in firm arra^, 
And navies powerful to display 
Their woven wings to every wind, 
And Jeave ike panting foe behind* 
Give to France the honours due, 
France has chiefs and Aatefincn too ; 
Breafts which patriot-paffioas feel, 
Lovers of the common-weal. 
And when fuch the foes we brave, 
Whether on the land or wave. 
Greater is the pride of war, 
And the conqueft nobler far. 
Agincourt and CreiTy long 
Have flourifiVd in immortal fong J 
And lifping babes afj>ire to praife 
The wonders of Eliza's days* 
And what elfe of late renown 
Has added wreaths to Britain's crown ; 
Whether on th' impetuous Rhine 
She bade her harnefs'd warriors mine, 
Or fnatch'd the dangerous palm of praife 
Where the Sambre meets the Maefe ; 
Or Danube rolls her watry train ; 
Or the yellow-trefTed Mayne 

Thro' Dettingen's immortal vale ■ 

Even Fontenoy could tell a tale, 
Might modeft worth ingenuous fpeak, 
To raife a blufh on Victory's cheek $ 



And 
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And bid the vanquifli'd wreaths dUpl*^ 
Great as on OuUoden's day* 

Bat glory, which afpires to tail* 
Leans not meanly on the paft. 
'Tis the prefent now demands 
Britifh hearts, and Britkh hands* 
Curfl be he, the willing Have, 
Who doubts, who lingers to be brave* 
Curfl be the coward tongue that dare 
Breathe one accent of - despair* 
Cold as winter's icy hand 
To chill the genius of the land. 

Chiefly you, who ride the deep, 
And bid our thunders wake or fleep, 
As pity leads, or glory calls - ■■ - 
Monarchs of your wooden walls I 
Midit our mingling feas and [ikies 
Rife ye Blakes, ye Raleighs rifej 
Let the fordid lufl of gain 
Be banifh'd from the liberal Main* 
He who ihikes the generous blow 
Aims it at the public foe. 
Let glory be the guiding ftar, 
Wealth and honours follow her. 

See ! ihe fpreads her luftre wide 
O'er the vaft Atlantic tide ! 
Conftant as the folar ray 
Points the path, and leads the way ! 
Other worlds demand your care, 
Other worlds to Britain dear; 

Where 
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Where the foe infidious roves 

O'er headlong ftreams, and pathlefs groves i 

And juftice fimple laws confounds 

With imaginary bounds. 

If protefted Commerce keep 
Her tenor o'er yon heaving deep, 
What have we from war to fear ? 
Commerce fteels the nerves of war j 
Heals the havock rapine makes, 
And new ftrength from conqueft takes. 

Nor lefs at home, O deign to fmile* 
Goddefs of Britannia's ifle ! 
Thou, that from her rocks fiirvey'ft 
Her boundlefs realms the watry wafte } 
Thou, that rov'ft the hill and mead 
Where her flocks and heifers feed ; 
Thou, that cheer'ft the induftrious fwain 
While he ftrows the pregnant grain ; 
Thou, that hear' ft his carqll'd vows 
When th' expanded barn o'erflows ; 
Thou, the bulwark of our caufe, 
Thou, the guardian of our laws, 

Sweet Liberty ! O deign to fmile, 

Goddefs of Britannia's ifle ! 

If to us indulgent heaven 

Nobler feeds of ftrength has given, 
Nobler fhould the produce be ; 
Brave, yet gen'rous, are the free. 
Come then, all thy powers difFufe, 
Goddefs of extended views t 
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Ev'ry breaft which feels thy flame 
Shall kindle into martial fame, 
'Till fhame fhali make the coward bold, 
And Indolence her arms unfold : 
Ev'n Avarice mall protect his hoard, 
And the plpw-fhare gleam a fword. 
Goddefs, all thy' powers diifufe ! 
And thou, genuine British Muse, 
Nurs'd a.midfl the Druids old, 
Where Deva's wizard waters roll'd, 
Thou, that bear'ft the golden key 
To unlock eternity, 
Summon thy poetic guard 

Britain Hill has many a bard, * 

Whom, when ^iipe and death (hall join 
T' expand the ore, and flamp the coin, 
Late pofterity fhall own 

Lineal to the Mufe's throne 

Bid them leave th' inglorious theme 

Of fabled made, or haunted ftream, 

In the daify-painted mead 

'Tis to peace we tune the reed ; 

But when War's tremendous roar 

Shakes the ifle from fhore to ihore, 

Every bard of purer fire, 

Tyrtaeus-like, fliould grafp the lyre ; 

Wake with verfe the hardy deed, 

Or in the generous ftrife like* Sidney bleed. 

* Sir Philip Sidney, mortally wounded in an a6Hon near 
Zutphen, in Guelderland. 

G A SONG- 
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WRITTEN TO A LADY. , 

L V 

WHEN the nymphs were contending for beauty 
and fame, 
Fair Sylvia ftood foremoft in right of her claim, 
When to crown the high tranfports dear conqueft excites, 
At court fhe was envy'd and toafted at White's. 

II. 

But how ihall I whifper this fair one's fad cafe ? 
A cruel difeafe has fpoil'd her fweet face ; 
Her vermillion is chang'd to a dull fettled red, 
And all the gay graces of ; beauty are fled. 

111. 
Yet take heed, all ye fair, how you triumph in vain, 
For Sylvia, tho' alter'd from pretty to plain, 
Is now more engaging fince reafon took place, 
Than when fhe poflefs'd the perfections of face* 

IV. 
Convinc'd fhe no more can coquet it and teaze, 

Inftead of tormenting fhe ftudies to pleafe : 

Makes truth and difcretion the guide of her life, 

And tho* fpoil'd for a toaft, fhe's well form'd for a wife. 
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To a LADY before Marriage. 

BY THE LATE INGENIOUS Mr. TICKEL, 
Not published in his Works. 

OH ! form'd by nature, and refin'd by art, 
With charms to win, and f. nfe to fix the heart ! 
By thoufands fought, Clotilda, can'fl thou free 
Thy crowd of captives, and defcend to me ? 
Content in fhades obfcure to wafte thy life, 
A hidden beauty, and a country-wife. 
O ! liften while thy fummers are my theme, 

Ah ! footh thy partner in his waking dream ! fak 
In fome fmall hamlet on the lonely plain, 
Where Thames, thro' meadows, rolls his mazy train ; 
Or where high Windfor, thick with greens array'd, 
Waves his old oaks, and fpreads his ample made, 
Fancy has figur'd out our calm retreat ; 
Already round the vifionary feat 
Our limes begin to (hoot, our flow'rs to /pring, 
The brooks to murmur, and the birds to ling. 
Where doft thou lie, thou thinly-peopled green ? ( 
Thou namelefs lawn, and village yet unfeen ? 
Where fons, contented with their native ground, 
Ne'er travel further than ten furlongs round ; 
And the tann'd peafant, and his ruddy bride, 
Were born together, v and together died, 

G 2 Where 
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Where early larks beft tell the morning-light, 

And only Philomel diflurbs the night, 

'Midfi: gardens here my humble pile mail rife,. 

With fweets furrounded of ten thoufand dies ; 

All favage where th r embroider'd gardens end,. 

The haunt of echoes mall my woods afcend ; * 

And O ! if heav'n th' ambitious thought approve*, 

A rill fhall warble crofs the gloomy gro\e, 

A little rill, - o'er pebbly beds convey'd, » 

Gum down the fteep, and glitter thro* the glade. ' • 

What cheering fcents thofe bord'ring banks exhale 1: 

How loud that heifer lows from yonder vale !. 

That thrufh, how ftirill ! his note fo clear, fo high,. 

He drowns each feather'd minftrel of the iky. 

Here let me trace, beneath the purpled morn, 

The deep-mouth'd beagle, and the fprightly horn £ 

Or lure the trout with well-diflembled flies, 

Qrietchthe flutt'ring partridge from the fkies> 

Nor fhall thy hand difdain to crop the vine,. 

The downy peach, or flavoured neclarine j 

Or rob the bee-hive of its golden hoard,. 

And bear th' unbought luxuriance to thy. board*. 

Sometimes my books by day fhall kill the hours,, 

While from thy needle rife the filken flow'rs, 

And thou by turns, to eafe my feeble fight, 

Refume the volume, and deceive the night. 

O ! when I mark thy twinkling eyes oppreft, 

Soft whifp'ring, let me warn my love to reft ; 

Then watch thee, charm'd, while fleep locks every fenfe, 

And to fweet heav'n commend thy innocence. 

z Thus 
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Thus relgn'd our fathers o'er the rural fold, 

Wife, hale, and honed, in the days of old ; 

Till courts arofe, where fubfiance pays for fhow, 

And fpecious joys are bought w,ith real woe. 

See Fjavia's pendants, large, well fpread, and right, 

The e?r that wears thern hears a fool each night : 

Mark how th' embroider'd cornel fneaks away, 

To fhun the with'riiig dame that made him gay; 

That knave, to gain a title, loll his fame; 

That r::is r d his credit by a daughter's fliame; 

This c:rcromb J s riband coft him half his land, 

And oi'ks, uufiiimber'd, bought that fool a wand. 

Fond man, as all his forrows were too few, 

Acquires u* range wants that nature never new. 

By midnight lamps he emulates the day, 

And fleeps perverfe the chearful funs away ; 

From goblets, high embofs'd, his wine mull glide, 

Round his clos'd fight the gorgeous curtain Aide; 

Fruits, ere their time, to grace his pomp mull rife, 

And three untafted courfes glut his eyes. 

For this are nature's gentle calls withftood, 

The voice of confcience, and the bonds of blood ; 

This wifdom thy reward for ev'ry pain, 

fyid this gay glory all thy mighty gain. 

Fair phantoms woo'd and fcorn'd from age to age, 

§ince bards began to laugh, or priefts to rage. 

And yet, juft curfe on man's afpiring kind, 

Prone to ambition, to example blind, 

Our children's children fhall our fteps purfue, 

And the fame errors be for ever new. 

G 3 Mean 
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Mean while, in hope a guiltlefs, country fwain, 
My reed with warblings chears th* imagin'd plain. 
Hail, humble fhades, where truth and filence dwell I 
Thou noify town, and faithlefs court farewel ! 
Farewell ambition,* once my darling flame ! 
The thirft of lucre, and the charm of fame ! 
In life's by-road, that winds thro' paths unknown, 
' My days, tho' number'd, fhall be all my own. 
Here ihall they end (O might they twice, begin !) 
And all be white the fates intend to fpin. 

PROLOGUE upon PROLOGUES. 

BY Mr. GARRICK. 

AN old trite proverb let me quote ! 
As is your cloth, fo cut your coat.-— 
To fuit our author and his farce. 
Short let me be ! for wit is fcarce. 
Nor would I mew it, had I any, 
The reafons why are ftrong and many. 
Should I have wit, the piece have none, 
A flalh in pan with empty gun, 
The piece is fure to be undone. 
A tavern with a gaudy fign, 
Whofe bufh is better than the wine, 
May cheat you once. — Will that device, 
Neat as imported, cheat you twice ? 

>Tis 



Tis wrong to raife your expectations : 
Poets be dull in dedications ! 
Dulnefs in thefe to wit prefer 
But there indeed you feldom err. 
In prologues, prefaces, be flat ! 
A filver button fpoils your hat. 
A thread-bare coat might jokes efcape, 
Did not the blockheads lace the cape. 

A cafe in point to this before ye, 
Allow me, pray, to tell a ftory ! 

To turn the penny, once, a wit • f * 

Upon a curious fancy hit ; 
Hung out a board on which he boafled, 
Dinner for Threepence! BoiPd and roafted ! 
The hungry read, and in they trip, 
With eager eye and fmacking lip : 
** Here, bring this boil'd and roafted, pray !" 

Enter Potatoes— drefs'd each way. 

All ftar'd and rofe, the houfe forfook, 
And damn'd the dinner — kick'd the cook. 
My landlord found (poor Patrick Kelly) 
There was no joking with the belly. 

Thefe fads laid down, then thus I reafon : 
—Wit in a prologue's out of feafon— 
Yet ftill will you for jokes fit watching, 
Like Cock-lane folks for Fanny's fcratching ? 
And here my fimile's fo fit, 
For Prologues are but Ghojis of wit, 
Which mean to fhew their art and ikill, 
And fcratch you to their Author's will. 

G4 In 
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In fhort, for reafons great and fmall, 
'Tis better to have none at all : 
Prologues and Ghofts — a paltry trade, 
So let them both at once be laid I 

Say but the word — give your commands 

We'll tie our prologue-monger's hands : 

Confine thefe culprits (holding uf his hands) bind 'em tight, 

Nor Girls can /cratch nor Fools can write. 

Mr. FOOTE's Address to tub Public, 

After a Prosecution against him for a LIBEL* 

HUSH! let me fearch before I (peak aloud— 
Is no informer fkulking in the croud ! 
With art laconic noting all that's faid, 
Malice at heart, indictments in his head, 
Prepar'd to levy all the legal war, 
And roufe the clamorous legions of the bar ! 
Is there none fuch ? — not one ?— then entre nous, 
I will a tale unfold, tho' flrange; yet true ; 
The application mull be made by you. 

At Athens once, fair queen of arms and arts, 
There dwelt a citizen of moderate parts ! 
Precife his manner, and demure his looks, 
His mind unletter'd, tho' he dealt in books ; 
Amorous, tho* old ; tho' dull, lov'd repartee 5 
And penn'd a paragraph moil daintily : 

He 
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He aim'd at purity in all he faid, 

And- never once admitted' */£ nor ed\. 

It hath, and doth, was rarely known to fail, 

Himfelf the hero of each little' tale : 

With wits and lords this man was much deligjited, 

And' once- (it has been faid) was near being' knighted. 

One Ariftophanes (a wicked wit, 
Who never heeded 4 grace in what he writ) 
Had mark'd the manner of this Grecian fag®, 
And thinking him a fubjecl: for the ftage, 
Had, from the lumber, cull'd with curious care, 
His voice, his looks, his gefhire, gait, anct air, 
His affectation, eonfeq-uenee, and mien, 
And boldly lavmch'd him on the comic fcene; 
Loud peals of plaudits thro' the circle ran, 
All felt the fatire, for all knew the man. 

Then Peter — Petros was his claflic name, 
Fearing the lofs of dignity and fame, 
To a grave lawyer in a hurry flies, 
Opens his purfe, and begs his beft advice. 
The fee fecur'd, the lawyer ftrokes his band, 

The cafe you put, I fully underftand; 

The thing is plain from Cocus's reports, 
" For rules of poetry an't rules of courts : 
" A libel this — I'll make the mummer know it." 
A Grecian conftable took up the poet ; 
Reftrain'd the fallies of his laughing mufe, 
CalPd harmlefs humour fcandalous abufe : 
The bard appeal'd from this Severe decree : 
Th' indulgent public fet the pris'ner free ; 
Greece was to him, what Dublin is to me. 

PROLOGUE 






PROLOGUE 

To the ENGLISHMAN at'BOURDEAUX. 

PSIFOIMID SINCE THE CONCLUSION OF TRK PEACE, 
WITH UNIVERSAL APPLAUSE, AT PARIS* 

TOO long by fome fatality mifled, 
From pride refulting, or from folly bred ; 
Each clime to all the virtues lays a claim, 
And foars, felf-flatter'd, to the top of fame : 
Confines each merit to itfelf alone, 
Or thinks no other equal to its own : 
E'en the pale Ruffian fhiv'ring as he lies, 
Beneath the horror of his bittereft fkies, 
While the loud tempeft rattles o'er his head, ] 
Or burfts all dreadful on his tott'ring Ihed, 
Hugs a foft fomething clofely to his foul, 
That foothes the cutting (harpnefs of the pole, 
Elates his bofom with a confcious pride, 
And fmiles contempt on all the world befide. 

'Tis your's, O France, the earlieii to unbind 
This more than Gordian manacle of mind ! 
To-night we bid your juftice may be fhewn 
To foreign virtues equal with your own ; 
Think, nobly think, when nature firft was born, 
And fair creation kindled into morn, 

The 
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The world was but one family, one band, 
Which glow'd all grateful to the heavenly hand ; 
Thro' ev'ry breaft a focial impulfe ran, 
Link'd beaft to beaft, and faften'd man to man, 
And the fole diiPrence which he heard, or had, 
Dwelt in the fimple phrafes, " good or bad." 
Then fcorn to give fuch partial feelings birth, 
As claim but one poor competence of earth ; 
Be more than French ; on ev'ry country call, 
And rife, exalted, citizens of all. 

jf tik *ik tilt <]k &L<jir ^ &^_'ik j ^jtfcjifc jfejM» ^- ' it' AllJIl: ^ ^ i fr 1 M # l Mf^jtt:jfejfc^:Jfc*^t 
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EPILOGUE. 

THE anxious ftruggle happily o'erpaft, 
And ev'ry party fatisfy'd at laft ; 
It now remains to make one fhort eflay, 
And urge the moral leflbn in the play. 

Ill arts long lince has Britain been renown'd, 
In arms high honour'd, and in letters crown'd : 
The fame great goddefs who fo nobly fung 
In Shakefpear's ftrains, and honey 'd o'er his tongue, 
Their deathlefs Marlbro* to the triumph led, 
And wreath'd eternal laurels round his head; 
Yet tho* the trump of never-dying fame 
Strikes heavVs high arches with the Britifh name ; 
Tho* on the fands of Africa it glows, • 

Or cafls a day-light on the Zemblian fnows ; 
Still there are faults in Britain to be found, 
Which ipring as freely as in common ground,— 

We 



[ io8 ] 

Wc arc top gay,— they frequently, too fadj— • 
We run ftark wild % — they melancholy mad ; 
Extremes of either reafcn will condemn, 
Nor join, withes, nor vindicate with.thenu 

The human genjus, like revolving funs. 
An equal circuit in the bofom runs : 
And thro* the various climates w.here 'tis plac'd, 
Muft ftrike out new Jivcrnties of.tafte, 
To one grai\d point eternally it lean,s, 
Howe'er it warps or differs in the mear^s. 

Hence on no nation let us turn our eyes, 
And idly raife it fpotlefs to the Ikies ; 
Nor ftill more idly let our cenfures fall, 
Since knaves and madmen may he found in alL 

Here then we reft, nor further can contend, 
For fince the heft will find fome fault to mend, 
Let us, where'er the virtues ihed their fire, 
With fervor reverence, and with zeal admire ; 
Exert our care the gath'ring blaze to trace, 
And mark the prcgrefs only, not the place : 
Confefs alike the peasant's and the king's, 
Nor once confider in what foil it fprings. 
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An ODE on St. CJECILIA's DAY, 

Adapted to the ancient Britifli mafic, viz. the falt-box, 
the Jew's, harp, the marrow-Bones and cleavers, the 
hum-Arum or hurdy-gurdy, &c. as it was performed 
on June 10, 1763, at Ranelagh. 

BY BONNEL* THORNTON, * E • <^ 

Cedite, Tibicines Itali, vos cedite, Galli ; 
Dico iterum vobis, cedite, Tibicines. 
" Cedite, Tibicines, vobis ter dico ; quaterque 
Jani vobis dico, cedite, Tibicines. 

Alex. Heinsius- 

.TRANSLATION OP T H tf MOTTO, 

Yield, yield ye iidlers, French, Italians ; 
Yield, yield, I fay again — Rafcallions. 
One, two, three times I fay, fidlers give O'er; 
Yield ye, I now fay times 1, 2, 3,4. 
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PART I. 

RECITATIVE Accompanied. 

E dumb, be dumb, ye inharmonious founds, 
And mufic, that the aftonifli'd ear with difcordwoundsr 
No more let common rhymes prophane the day. 

GRAND 
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GRAND CHORUS. 

Grac'd* with divine Cxcilia's name ; > 

Let folemn hymns this aweful feaft proclaim, 
And heavenly notes confpire to raife the heav'nly lay. 

R E C IT. Accompanied. 

The meaner melody we fcofn, 

Which vulgar inftruments afford ; 
Shrill flute, {harp fiddle, bellowing horn, 
Rambling baflfoon, or tinkling harpfichord. 

A I R. 

In ftrains more exalted the falt-box fhall join, 
And clattering, and battering, and clapping combine, 
With a rap and a tap while the hollow fide founds, 
Up.and down leaps the flat, and with rattling rebounds* 

« 
RECITATIVE, 

Strike, ftrike the foft Judaic harp, 
Soft and fharp, 
By teeth coercive in firm durance kept, 
And lightly by the volant finger fwept. 

AIR. 

Buzzing twangs the iron lyre, 

Shrilly thrilling, 

Trembling, thrilling. 
Whizzing with the wav'ring wire. 

A GRAND 



A GRAND SYMPHONY. 
Accompanied nuith marrow-bones and cleavers. 

AIR. 

Hark, how the banging marrow-bones 
Make clanging cleavers ring, 
With a ding dong, ding dong, 
Ding dong, ding dong, 
Ding dong, ding dong, ding dong, ding, 
Raife your uplifted arms on high ; 
In long-prolonged tones 
Let cleavers found 
A merry merry round" 
By banging marrow-bones. 

FULL CHORUS. 

.Hark, how the banging marrow-bones 

Make clanging cleavers ring; 

With a ding dong, ding dong, 

Ding dong, ding dong, 

Ding dong, ding dong, ding dong, ding. 
Raife your uplifted arms on high ; 
In long-prolonged tones 

Let cleavers found 

A merry merry ronnd 
By banging marrow-bones. 
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REC LT. Accompanied. 

Ceafe lighter numbers : Hither bring . 

The undulating firing 
Stretch'd out, and to the tumid bladder 

In amity harmonious bound ; 
Then deeper fwell the notes and, (adder, 
And let the hoarfe bafs (lowly fblemn found. 

AIR, 

With dead, dull, - doleful,- heavy hums, 

With mournful moans, 

And grievous groans, 
The fober * hurdy-gurdy thrums. 

PART II, 
REGIT. Accompanied. 

WITH magic founds, like thefe, did Orpheus' lyre 
Motion, fenfe, and life infpire ; 
When, as he play'd,; the lift'ning flood 
StilPd its loquacious waves, and iilent Good ; 
The trees fwift-bounding danc'd with loofen'd flumps,' 
And fluggifli (tones caper'd in attive jumps. 

AIR. 

Each ruddy-breafted robbin 
The concert bore a bob in, 

* This instrument, by the learned, is fometimes called a 
Jvumftrum. 

And 
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And ev'ry hooting owl around j 
The croaking frogs, 
The grunting hogs, 
All, all confpir'd to ralfe th' enlivening found. 

R EC I TAT1V E. 

Now to Cecilia, heav'nly maid, 
Your loud united voices raijfe, 
With folemn hymns to celebrate her praife* 
Each inftrument (hall lend its aid. 
The falt-box with clattering and clapping fhall found. 

The iron lyre • 
Buzzing twang with wav'ring wire* 
' With heavy hum 

The fober hurdy-gurdy thrum, 

« 

And the merry merry marrow-bones ring round. 

LAST GR'AND CHORUS. 

Such matchlefs ftrains Caecilia knew, 
When audience from their heav'nly fphere* 
By harmony's Jftrong pow'r, fhe drew, 
Whilft lift'ning angels gladly ftoop'd to hear; 
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Advice to the Marquis of ROCKINGHAM, 

UPON A LATE OCCASION. 
Writtim in 1765, *v an OLD COURTIER. 

WE LL may they, Wentworth, call thee young. 
What hear and feel ! fift right from wrong* 
And to a wretch be kind ! 
Old ftatefmen would reverfe your plan, 
Sink, in the minifter, the man, 
And be both deaf and blind ! 

If thus, my lord, your heart o'erflows, 
Know you, how many mighty foes 

Such weaknefs will create you ? 
Regard not what Fitzherbert feys, 
For tho' you gain each' good man's pr&ife* 

We older folks (hall hate you-. 
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You fhould have fent, the other day, 

G k, the player, with frowns away* 

Your fmiles but made him bolder ; 
Why would you hear his ftrange appeal, 
Which dar'd to make a ftatefman feel ? *I 

I would that you were older ! 



Yea 



¥ou mould be proud, and feem difpleas'd} 
Or you fo* ever will be teaz'd, 

Your houfe with beggars haunted t 
What, ev'ry fuitor kindly us'd > 
If wrong, their folly is excus'd, 

If right, their fuit is granted. 

From preffing crowd* of great and final!} 
To free yburfelf, give hopes to all, 

And fail nineteen in twenty : 
What, wound my honour, break my word ! 
You're young again — You may* my lord* 

Have precedents in plenty f 

Indeed, young ftatefman, 'twill not do,-* 
Some other ways and means purfue, 

More fitted to your ftation ! 
What from your boyifli freaks tan fpfiug? 
Kfere toys !— *The favour of your king* 

And love of all the nation* 

BRYAN ak6 P^REENE, 

• A WEST IN&lAN BALLAD; 

frftUNDZD OK A KtAL TACT, THAT HAtPKNIP A TIW YfcABt AC* 

IN THX island ot St. CHRISTOPHER. 

THE north-eaft wind did brifldy blow, 
The lhip was fafely moor'd* 
Voung Bryan thought the boat's crew flow, 
And fo leapt over-board. 

H a Pereene, 



Pereene, the pride of Indian dames, 
• His heart long held in thrall, 
And whofo his impatience blames, 
I wot, ne'er lov'd at all. 

A long, long year, one month, and day* 

He dwelt on Englifli land, 
Nor once in thought would ever ftray, 
• Though ladies fought his hand; 

For Bryan he was tall and ftrong, 
Right blithfome rolPd his een, 

Sweet was his voice when e'er he fung ; 
He fcant had twenty feen. 

But who the countlefs charms can draw* 
That grac'd his miftrefs true ; 

Such charms the old world never faw» 
Nor oft I ween the new* 

Her raven hair plays round her neck, 

Like tendrils of the vine ; 
Her cheeks red dewy rofe buds deck, 

Her eyes like diamonds fhine. 

Soon as his well known fliip (he fpied, 

She call her weeds away, 
And to the palmy fhore ihe hied, 

All in her beft stray. 



* 
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In iea-green filk lb neatly clad. 

She there impatient flood ; 
The crew with wonder faw the lad 

Repel the foaming flood. 

Her hands a handkerchief difplay'd, 

Which he at parting gave ; 
Weil pleas'd the token he furvey'd, 

And manlier beat the wave. 

Her fair companions one and all, 

Rejoicing crowd the ftrand ; 
For now her lover fwam in call, 

And almoft touch'd the land. 

Then through the white furf did fhe hafte, 

To clafp her lovely fwain; 
When, ah ! a fhark bit through his waift^; 

Jfis heart's blood dy'd the main ! 

He lhriek'd ! his half fprang from the wave, 

Streaming with purple gor?, 
And foon it found a living grave. 

And, ah ! was feen no more, 

■ * • • » 

Now hafte, now hafte, ye maids, I pray, 

Fetch water from the fpring : 
She falls, fhe falls, fhe dies away, 

And foon her knell they ring. 
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Now each May- morning round her tomb, 

Ye fair, frefh flowrets ftrew, 
So may your lovers fcape his doom* 

Her haplefs fate fcape you. 

« 

The PASSIONATE SHEPHERD 

to his LOVE. 

AN OtP BALLAD, 

COME live with me, and be my love, 
And we will all the pleafures prove 
That hills and vallies, dale and field, 
And 411 the craggy mountains yield. 

There will we fit upon the jocks, 
And fee the fhepherds feed their flocks, 
By lhallow rivers, to whofe falls 
Melodious birds fing .madrigals. 

There will I make the beds of rofes 
With a thoufand fragrant pofies, 
A cap of flowers, and a kirtle 
Jmbroidered all with leaves of mirtle ; 

A gown made of the fineft wool, 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull ; 
Slippers lin'd choiqely for the cold, 
With buckles of the purefl gold j 

A belt 
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A belt of draw, and ivy buds, 
With coral clafps, and' amber ftuds : 
And if thefe pleafures may thee move, 
Then live with me, and be my love. 

The fhepherd-fwains mail dance and fing 
For thy delight each May-morning : 
If thefe- delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me, and be my love. 

My MIND to mb a KINGDOM is. 

AN OLD BALLAD, 

MY minde to me a kingdome is 5 , 
Such perfect joy therein I finde, »- 

As farre exceeds all earthly blifle, 

That God or Nature hath affignde : 
Though much I want, that moil would have, 
Yet Hill my mind forbids to crave. 

Content I live, this is my flay ; . 

I feek no more than may fuffice : 
I prefle to beare no haughtie fway ; 

Look what I lack my mind fupplies* 
Loe ! thus I triumph like a king, 
Content with that my mind doth bring* 

H4. Jfee 
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See how plentie furfets oft, 

And haflie clymbers foonefl fall : 
I fee that fuch as fit aloft 

Mifhap doth threaten moil of all : 
Thefe get with toile, and keep with feare ; 
Such cares my mii}4 could never beare. 

No princely pompe, nor wealthie flore, 

No force to whine a vi&orie. 
No wylie wit to falve a fore; 

No ihape to winne a lover's eye ; 
To none of thefe I yeeld as thrall, 
For why jny mind difpifeth all. 

Some have too much, yet ftill they crave, 

I little have, yet feek no more : 
They are but poore, tho' much they have ; 

And I am rich with little flore ; 
They poor, I rich ; they beg, I give ; 
They lacke, I lend ; they pine, I live, 

I laugh not at another's lofTe, 

I grudge not at another's gaine; 
No worldly wave my mind can toffe, 

* 

I brooke that is another's bane : 
I fear no foe, nor fawne on friend ; 
I loth not life, nor dread mine end. 

}Ay wealth is health, and perfect eafe, 

My confcience clere my chiefe defence ; 
I never feeke by brybes to pleafe, 

Nor by defert to give offence : 
Thus do I live, thus will I die ; 
"\Vould all did fo as well as I ! 

CUPID'* 



CUPID's PAST I'M E. 

AN OLD SONNET. 



IT chanc'd of late a ihepherd fwain, 
That went to feek his ftraying fheep, 
Within a thicket on a plain 
Efpied a dainty nymph afleep. 

Her golden hair o'erfpread her face ; 

Her carelefs arms abroad were call $ 
Her quiver had her pillow's place ; 

Her bread lay bare to every blaft. 

The fhepherd flood and gaz'd his fill ; 

Nought durft he do ; nought durfl he fay % 
Whilft chance, or elfe perhaps his will, 

Did guide the god 6f love that way. 

The crafty boy thus fees her fleep, 

Whom if fhe wak'd he durft not fee; 
Behind her clofely feeks to creep, 

Before her nap mould ended be. 

There come, he deals her fhafts away. 

And puts his own into their place ; 
Nor dares he any longer day, 

But, ere fhe wakes, hies thence apace. 

Scarce 



Scarce was ho gone, but (he awakes, 
And fpies the fhepherd Handing by 5 

Her bended bow in hafte flic takes. 
And at the Ample {wain lets flye* 

Forth flew the fhaft, and pierc'd his heart. 
That to the ground he fell with pain ; 

Yet up again forthwith he ftart, 
And to the nymph he ran amain. 

Amazed to fee {b ftrange a fight, 
She ihot, and fhot; but all in vain ; 

The more his wounds, the more his might, 
Love yielded ftrength amidft his pain. 

Her angry eyes were great with tears, 

She blames her hand, fhe blames her flulj 1 

The bluntnefs of her ftiafts fhe fears, * 
And try them on herfelf five will. 

* 

Take heed, fweet nymph, trye not thy fhaft, 
Each little touch will pierce thy heart : 

Alas I thou know'ft not Cupid's craft 5 
Revenge is joy, the end is fhaart. 

Yet try (he will, and pierce foine bare $ 
Her hands were glov'd, but next to han4 

Was that fair breaft, that brcaft fo rare, 
That made the fhepherd fenfelefs Hand, 



That 
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That breaft ihe pierc'd ; and through that bre*ft 

Love found an entry to her heart ; 
At feeling of this new-come gueft, 

Lord ! how this gentle nymph did ftart. 

She runs not now ; ihe ihoots no more ; 

Away fhe throws both flxaft and bow : 
She feeks for what ihe lhunn'd before, a 

She thinks the ihepherd's hafte too flow* 

Though mountains meet not, lovers may : 
What other lovers do, did they ; 

The god of love fat on a tree, 

And laught that pleafant fight to fee. 
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ADMIRAL HOSIER'S GHOST, 

BY Mi. GLOVER, Aotho* or LEONIDKS. 

# 

AS near Porto-Bello lying 
On the gentle, fwelling flood, 
At midnight with ftreamers flying 

Our triumphant navy rode ; 
There while Vernon fate all-glorious 

From the Spaniards' late defeat : 
And his crews, with fhouts vi&orious, 

Drank fuccefs to England's fleet : 
On a fudden fhrilly founding, 

Hideous yells and ihrieks were heard ; 
Then each heart with fear confounding, 
A fad troop of ghofts appeared, 

7. . AH 
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All in dreary hammocks flirouded, 
Which for winding-meets they wore, 

And with looks by forrow clouded 
Frowning on that hoftile fhore. 

On them gleam'd the moon's wan luftre, 

When the fhade of Hofier brave 
His pale bands was feen to mufter, 

Rifiqg from their watry grave ; 
O'er the glimmering wave he hy'd him, 

Where the Burford rcar'd her fail, 
With three thoufand ghofts befides him, 

And in groans did Vernon hail. 

Heed, O heed, our fatal ftory, 

I am Holier's injur'd ghoft, 
You, who now have purchas'd glory, 

At this place where I was loll ; 
Tho* in forto-Bello's ruin 

Yon now triumph fre^ from fears, 
When you think on our undoing. 

Yon will mix your joy with tears. 

See thefe mournful (pe&res fweeping 

GhafHy o'er this hated wave, 
Whole wan cheeks are ftain'd with weeping ; 

Thefe were Englilb captains brave : 
Mark thofe numbers pale and horrid, 

Thofe were once my failors bold, 
I/), each hangs his drooping forehead, 

While his difinal tale is told. 



I, by 
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2» by twenty fail attended, 

Did this Spanifh town affright ; 
Nothing then its wealth defended 

But my orders not to fight : 
O ! that in this rolling ocean 

I had caft them with difdain, 
And obey*d my heart's warm motion 

To have quell'd the pride of Spain ; 

For refinance I could fear none, 

But with twenty (hips had done 
What thou, brave and happy Vernon, 

Haft atchiev'd with fix alone. 
Then the Badimentos never 

Had our foul difhonour feen, 
Nor the fea the fad receiver 

Of this gallant train had been. 

Thus, like thee, proud Spain diiinayiag, 

And her galleons leading home, 
Though condemn'd for difobeying, 

I had met a traitor's doom, 
To have fallen, my country crying 

He has play'd an Englifli part, 
Had been better far than dying 

Of a griev'd and broken heart. 

Unrepining at thy glory, 
Thy fuccefeful arms we hail ; 

But remember our fad.ftory, 
.And let Hoficr's wrongs prevail 



Sent 



Stht in this foul clime to languiih* 

Think what thoufands fell in vain* 
Wafted with difeafe and anguiih* ' 

Not in glorious battle flain. 

Hence with all my train attending 

From their oozy tombs below, 
Thro* the hoary foam afcending* 

Here I feed my con dan t woe : 
Here the Battimentos viewing, 

We recal our fhameful doom. 
And our plaintive cries renewing. 

Wander thro' the midnight gloom* 

O'er thefe waves for ever mourning 

Shall we roam depriv'd of reft, 
If to Britain's mores returning 

You neglect my juft requeft ; 
After this proud foe fubduing* 

When your patriot friends you (e<? > 
Think on vengeance for my ruin, 

And for England fham'd in me. 
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The SHEPHERD'S RESOLUTION: 

AN OLD BALLAD. 

BY GEORGE WITHER. 

* 

SHALL I, wafting in difpaire, 
Dye becaufe a woman's faire 1 
Or make pale my cheeks with care* 

*Caufe another's roiie are ? 

Be 
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1 

Be mee fairer than the day, 
Or the flowry meads in May ; 

If me think not well of me/ 

What care I how faire &e be t 

Shall my heart be griev'd or pin'd, 
'Caufe I fee a woman kind? 
Or a well-difpofed nature 
Joyned wjth a lovely feature ? 

Be fhee meeker, kinder, than: 
The turtle-dove or pelican j 

If free be not £6 to me, 

What care I how kind fhee be ? 

Shalt a woman's virtues move 
Me* to perifh for her love ? 
Or, her well-defervings knowW, 
Make me quite forget my owne ? 
Be fhee with that gocdnefie ble#, 
Which may merit name of Beit; 

If ihe be not fuch to me, 

What care I how good ihe be? 

*Caufe her fortune feems too high* 

Shall I play the foole and dye ? 

Thofe that beare a noble minde, 

Where they want of riches finde* 

Thinke what with them they would doe. 

That without them dare to wooe ; 

And, unlefle that minde I fee, 
What care I, though great ihee be ? 

.'•-» - Great 
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Great or good, or kind or faire* 
I will ne'er the more difpaire : 
If ihe love me, this beleeve, 
I will die ere ihe (hall grieve ; 
If flie flight me, when I wooe ; 
I can fcorne and let her goe : 

For, if ftiee be not for me, 
. What care I for whom fhee be f 

The STEDFAST SHEPHERD* 

BY THE SAME. 

HENCE away, you Syrens, leave me, 
And unclafpe your # wanton armes ; 
Sugred words fhall ne'er deceive me, 

(Though « you' prove a thoufand charmed); 
Fie, fie, foitoeare; 
No common fnare i 

Could ever my aftettion chaine : 

Your p'ainted baits 

And poore deceits, 
Are all beflowed on me in vain. 

< 

I'm no flave to fuch as you be ; 

Neither fhaU a fnowy breft, 
\^anton eye, or lip of ruby 

Ever rob me of my reft ; 
Goe, goe, difplay 
Your beautie's ray 

T« 
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To fome ore-foone enamour'd fwoinc : 
Thofe common wiles 

§ 

Of fighs and fmiles ' »■ 
Are all bellowed on me in vaine. 

I have elfewhere vowed a dutie ; 

Turn away ' your' tempting eyes : 
Shew not me a naked beautie ; 

Thofe impoflures I deipife : 
My fpirit lothes 
Where gawdy clothes 
And fained othes may love obtaine : 
I love her fo 

Whofe looke fwears No ; 
That all your labours will be vaine. 

Can he prize the tainted pofies, 

Which on every breft are worne ; 
That may plucke the fpotleffe refes 
From their never-touched thorne ? 
I can goe reft . 

On her fweet breft, 
That is the pride of Cynthia's traine : 
Then hold your tongues ; 
Your mermaid fongs 

Are all beftowed on me in vaine. 

i 

Hee's a foole, that bafely dallies, 

Where each peafant mates with him ; 

Shall I haunt the thronged vallies, 

Whilft ther's noble hills to climbe ? *>■-'. 

I \ No, 



.No, no, though clowna 
Are fkar'd with frownes, 

I know the beft caa but difdaiae a 

» 

And thofe Fie, prove ; 
So fhall your love 
Be all bellowed on me in vaine* 

I doe fcorne to vow a dutie, 

Where each luftfull lad may woe i 
Give me her, whofe fun-like beautie 

Buzzards dare not foare unto: 
Shee, fhee it is 
Affords that bliffe 
For which I would refufe no paine t 
But fuch as you, 
Fond fooles, adieu ; 
You feeke to captive me ia vaine* 

Leave me then, you Syrens, leave me ; 

Seeke no more to worke my harmes : 
Craftie wiles eannot deceive me, 

Who am proofe againft your charmes ; 
You labour. may 
To lead aftray 
The heart, that conftant fhall remaine ; 
And I the while 
Will fit and fmile 
* To fee you fpend your time in vaine. 



AUTUMN* 
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U T U M N. 

BY Mi. BREREWOOD, 

THO* the feafons muft alter, ah! yet let me find 
What all mull confefs to be rare, 
A female iHll cheerful, and faithful and kind, 
The bleffings of autumn to ihare. 

Let one fide of our cottage, a flourifhing vine 
Overfpread with its branches, and {hade ; 

Whofe clufters appear more tranfparent and line, 
As its leaves are beginning to fade. 

When the fruit makes the branches bend down with its load. 

In our orchard furrounded with pales : 
In a bed of clean ftraw let our apples be ftow'd, 

For a tart that in winter regales. 

When the vapours that rife from the earth in the morn 

Seem to hang on its furface like fmoke, 
Till difpers'd by the fun that gilds over the corn, 

Within doors let us prattle and joke. 

iz int 
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But when we fee clear all the hues of the leaves. 

And at work in the fields are all hands, 
Some in reaping the wheat, others binding the (heaves, 

Let us carelefly ftrole o'er the lands. 

How pleafing the fight of the toiling they make, 

To colled what kind Nature has fent ! 
Heaven grant we may not of their labour partake ; 

But, O ! give us their happy content. 

And fometimes.on a bank, under made, by a brook. 

Let us iilently fit at our eafe, 
And there gaze on the itream, till the fifh on the hook 

Struggles hard to procure its releafe* 

* 

And now when the hufbandman fings harveft home, 

And 'the corn's all got into the houfe; 
When the long wifh'd for time of their meeting is come, 

To frolic, and feaft, and caroufe : 

When the leaves from the trees are begun to be fhed, 

And are leaving the branches all base, 
Either ftrew'd at the roots, fhrivell'd, wither'd, and dead, 

Or clfe blown to and fro in the 'air : 

When the ways are fo miry, that bogs they might feem, 

And the axle-tree's ready to break ; 
While the waggoner whittles in flopping his team, 

And then claps the poor jades on the neck ; 



la 
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In the morning let's follow the cry of the hounds, 

Or the fearful young covey befet; 
Which, tho' fkulking in Hubble and weeds on the grounds, 

Are becoming a prey to the net. 

Let's enjoy all the pleafure retirement affords, , 

Still amus'd with thefe innocent fports, 
Nor once envy the pomp of fine ladies and lords,_ 

With their grand entertainments at courts. 

In the evening when lovers are leaning on fliles, 

Deep eng ig'd in fome amorous chat, 
And 'tis very well known by his grin, and her finiles, 

What they both have a mind to be at ;' 

To our dwelling, tho' homely, well-pleas'd to repair, w 

Let our mutual endearments revive, 
And let no fingle a&ion, or look, but declare, 

How contented and happy we. live. 

Should ideas arife that may ruffle the foul, 

Let foft mufic the phantoms remove, 
For 'tis harmony only has force to.controul, . 

And unite all the paffions in love. 

With her eyes but half open, her cap all awry, 

When the lafs is preparing for bed ; 
And the fleepy dull clown, who fits nodding juft by, 

Sometimes rouzes and fcratches his head. ft 

1 3 In 
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In the night when 'tis cloudy and rainy, and dark, 

And the labourers fnore as they lie, 
Not a noife to difturb us, unlefs a dog bark 

In the farm, or the village hard by. 

At the time <Jf fweet reft, and of quiet like this, 

Ere our, «yes are clos'd up in their lids, 
Let us welcome the feafon, and tafte of that blifs, 

Which the funfhine and daylight ibrbids* 

T H E P I N. 

BY Mr. W O T Y. 

FOR onq.e, N ye critics, let the fportive Mufe 
Her fool's cap wear, fpite of the making head 
Of ftern-eyed Gravity — for, tho' the Mufe 
To frolic be dirpos'd, -no ibng {he chants 
Immoral ; nor one picture will me hold, 
But Virtue may approve it with a fmile. 
Ye fyl van deities ! awhile adieu 1 

Ye curling ftreams ! whofe banks are fring'd with flowfcrs, 
Violet and hare-bell, or the king-cup bright, 
Farewell ! fori muft leave your rich perfumes 
To fing the Pin in ever founding lays : 
But not that Pin, at whofe circumference 
Rotund, the ftrong-nerv'd ruftic hurls the bowl 
Ponderous and vaft : nor that which window bar$ 
From thief nocturnal : nor that other call'd ' - 
A ikittle ; chiefly found where alehoufe fnug 

Invite* 
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I 

Invites mechanic to the flowing cup 

Of Calvert's mild, o'er-canopied with froth. 
No— 'tis the Pin fo much by ladies us'd ; 
Without whofe aid the nymph of niceft tafte, 
Of neateft mould, a flattern would appear. 
Hail then, thou little ufeful inftrument ! 
Tho' fmali, yet confequential. For by thee 
Beauty fets off her charms, as at the glafs 
Lucy, or Phillis, beft adapts thy point. 
Without thy fervice would the ribband flaunt 
Loofe to the fanning gale, nor on the head 
Of belle would Hand her whimiical attire. 
The kerchief from her neck of fnow would fall 
With freedom bold, and leave her boftm bare. 
How would the fempftrefs trim thy want regret 
As fhe her apron forms ! And how the man 
Of law, fagacious, with jiis fpe&acles 
On nofe reverted ! frequent does he want 
Thy prompt ailiitance, to conned his {craps 

And notes obliterated o'er. Thee oft 
In alley, path, wide fquare, and open ftreeg, 
The mifer picks, as confeious of thy ufe ; 
With frugal hand, accompanied with brow 
Of corrugated bent, he fticks thee fafe, 
Interior on his coat ; then creeps along, , 
Well judging thy proportion to a groat. 
Thro' all thy different ftorehoufes to trace 
Thy prefence, either in the fculptur'd dome, 
Or tenement clay-built, would tJk. a pen 
With points almoft as various as thy heads; 

1 4 * Wfcere-e'cr 
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Where-e'er thou art, or in whatever, form, 
Magnificent in filver, or in brafs, 
Or wire nv re humble, nightly may'ft thou lie 
Safe on thy cufiuon'd bed, or kifs the locks • 
Of Chloe, Sleeping on the pillow's down. 

A PRESENT to a YOUNG LADY. 

WITH A PAIR OF STOCKINGS. 
BY , FELLOW OF CAMBRIDGE. 

TO pleafe the Fair, what different ways 
Each lover ads his part; 

One tender fnuff, another praife, 
A toothpick, or a heart ! 

Alike they all, to gain their end, 

Peculiar arts difclofe ; 
While I, fubmiffive, only fend 

An humble pair of hofe. 

Long may they guard, from cold and harm, 

The fnowy limbs that wear 'em, 
And kindly lend their influence warm 

To ev'ry thing that's near 'em. 

But let it not be faulty deem'd, 

Nor move your indignation, 
If I a little partial feem'd 

In gifts or commendation : 

Each 
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Each fair perfe&ion to difplay 

Would far exceed my charter, 
My humble Mufe mu ft never" ftray ; " 

Above the knee or garter. 

And who did e'er a fubjed view 

So worthy to be prais'd, 
Or from fo fair foundation knew 

So fine a ilru&ure rais'd ? 

Thou learned leach, fage Kember, fay, 

(In fpite of drugs and plaifters) 
You who can talk the live-long day 

Of buildings and pilaflers : 

You who for hours have rov'd abou£ 

Thro 9 halls and colonades, 
And fcarce would deign to tread on aught 

But arches and arcades : 

Did you, in all your mazy rounds, 

Two nobler pillars view ? 
What yielding marble ere was found 

So exquifitely true ? 

The fwelling dome, with ftately (how* 

May many fancies pleafe, 
I view content what lies below 

The cornice of the frieze ; * . 

The 
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The lovely twins, fo white, fo round, 

That bear the noble pile, 
Muft foon proceed from Venus' mound, 

Or from Cythera's iile. 

Propitious Fates, preferve them fafe, 
And keep them clofe together, 

And grant they may the malice brave 
Of man as well as weather. 

From lucklefs love, or rancour bafe, 
May never harm attend 'em, 

And grant, whatever be the cafe, 
That I may ftill defend 'em.* 

By gentle, generous love, 'tis true, 

They never can mifcarry, 
No ill can come, no lofs enfue, 

From honeft, harmlefs Harry. 

But mould a knight of greater heat 

Precipitate invade, 
Believe me, Bell, they then may need 

Some feafonable aid. 

O may I. ready be at hand 

From every harm to fcreen 'em, 

Then, Samfon-like, I'll take my ftand, 
And live, or die between 'em. 



A DTALOGUE 
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A DIALOGUE between A POET 
and his SERVANT. 

BY the late M*. CHRIST. PITT> 

To enter into the beauties of this fatire, it mat be re- 
membered, that flavcs, among the Romans, during the 
feafts of Saturn, wore their mailers habits, and were 
allowed to fay what they pleafed. 

SERVANT. 

SIR, — I've long waited in my turn to have 
A word with you— but I'm your humble flave. 
P. What knave is that? my rafcal ! 

S. Sir, 'tis I, 
No knave nor rafcal, but your trufty Guy. 

P. Well, as your wages ftill are due, HI bear 
Your rude impertinence this time of year. 

S. Some folks are drunk one day, and fome for ever, 
Andfome, like Wharton, but twelve years together. 
Old Evremond, renown'd for wit and dirt, 
Would change his living oftener than his lhirt ; 
Roar with the rakes of Hate a month ; and come 
To ftarve another in his hole at home. 
So rbv'd wild Buckingham the public jeft, 
Now fome innholder's, now a monarch's gueft ; 
His life and politics of every fhape, 
This hour a Roman, and the next an ape. 

The 
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The gout in ever/ limb from every vice 
Poor Clodio hir'd a boy to throw the dice. 
Some wench for ever ; and their fins on thofe, 
By cuftom, fit as eafy as their cloaths. 
Some fly, like pendulums, from good to evil, 
And in that point are madder than the devil : 

For they 

P. To what will thefe wild maxims tend ? 
And where, fweet fir, will your reflections end ? 

S. In you. 

P. In me, you knave ? make out your charge. 

S. You praife low-living, but you live at large. 
Perhaps you fcarce believe tfce rules you teach, 
Or find it hard to praftife what you preach* 
Scarce have you paid one idle journey down, 
But, without bufinefs, you're again in town. 
If none invite you, fir, abroad to roam, 
Then — Lord, what pleafure 'tis to read at home; 
And fip your two half-pints, with great delight, 
Of beer at noon, and muddled port at night. 
From * Encombe, John comes thundering at the door, 
With " Sir, my mailer. begs you to come o'er, 
* c To pafs thefe tedious hours, thefe winter nights, 
*« Not that he dreads invafions, rogues, or fprites," 
Strait for your two bell wigs aloud you call, 
This ilifF in buckle, that not curl'd at all, 
*' And where, you rafcal, are the fpurs," you cry ; 
*' And O I what blockhead laid the bufkins by ?" 



* The feat of John Pitt, E% in Dorfetfhire. 
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On your bid batter'd mare you'll needs be gdne, 

(No matter whether on four legs or none) • 

Splafh, plunge, and ftumble, as you fcour the heath % 

All fwear at Morden 'tis on life or death : 

Wildly thro* Wareham ftreets you fcamper on, 

Raife all the dogs and voters in the town ; x . 

Then fly for fix long dirty miles as bad, 

That Corfe and Kingflon gentry think you mad. 

And all this furious riding is to prove 



Your high refpeft, it feems, and eager love : 

And yet, that mighty honour to obtain, 

Banks, Shaftelbury, Doddington may fend in vaia. 

Before you go, we eurfe the noife you make, 

And blefs the moment that you turn your back ; 

As for myfelf, I own it to your face, 

I love good eating, and I take my glafs : 

But fure 'tis flrange, dear fir, that this mould be 

In you amufement, but a fault in me. 

All this is bare refining on a name, 

To make a difference where the fault's the fame. 

My father fold me to your fervice here, 
For this fine livery, and four pounds a year. 
A livery you fhould wear as well as I, 
And this I'll prove — but lay your cudgel by. 
You ferve your paffions — Thus, without a jeft, 
Both are but fellow-fervants at the beft. 
Yourfelf, good Sir, are play'd by your defires, 
A mere tall puppet dancing on the wires. 

P. Who, 



t> Who, at this, rate of talking, can be free t 
S. The brave, wife, honeft man, and Only he ; 

4 

All elfe are (laves alike, the world around. 
Kings on the throne, and beggars on the ground : 
He, fir, isproof to grandeur, pride, or pelf, 
And (greater ftill) is mailer of himfelf : 
Not to-and-fro by fear§ and factions hufl'd, 
But loofe to all the interefts of the world : 
And while that world turns round, entire and whole, 
He keeps the facred tenor of his foul ; 
In every turn of fortune ftill the fame, 
As gold unchang'd, or brighter from the flame : 
Collected in himfelf, with godlike pride, 
He fees the darts of envy glance afide ; 
And, fix'd like Atlas, while the tempefts blow, 
Smiles at the idle ftorms that roar below. 
One fuch you know, a layman, to your ftiame, 
And yet the honour of your blood and name. 
If you can fuch a character maintain, 
, You too are free, and Fm your flave again. 
But when in Hemfkirk's 'pictures you delight, 
More than myfelf, to fee two drunkards fight ; 
" Fool, rogue, fot, blockhead," or fuch names are mine : 
Your's are " a ConnoifTeur," or " Deep Divine." ' 
I'm chid for loving a luxurious bit, 
The facred prize of learning, worth, and wit : 
And yet fome fell their lands thefe bits to buy ; 
Then, pray, who fuffers. moft from luxury ? 
Fm chid, 'tis true ; but them I pawn no plate, 
I feai no bonds, I mortgage no eftate, 

2 . Befides, 



Befides, high living, fir, mull wcjar yoa oat 
With forfeits, qualms, a fever, or the gout. 
By fome new pleafures are you ftill engrofs'd, 
And when you fave an hour, you think it loft. 
To {ports, plays, races, from your books you run, 
And like all company, except your own. 
You hunt, drink, fleep, or (idler ftill) you rhyme ; 
Why ?— but to banifli thought, and murder time : 
And yetthat thought, which you difcharge in vain, 
Like a foul-loaded piece, recoils again. 

P. Tom, fetch a cane, a whip, a club, a ftone,-^ 

S. For what ? 

P. A fword, a piftol, or a gun : 
I'll fhoot the dog. 

S. Lord ! who would be a wit f 
He's in a mad, or in a rhyming fit. 

P. Fly, fly, yourafcal, for your faade and fork j 
For once 1*11 fet your lazy bones to work : 
Fly 9 „or PH fend you back, without a groat, 
To the bleak mountains where you % firft were caught. 




The RECANTATION* 

ANODE. 

BY love too long depriv'd of reft, 
(Fell tyrant of the human breaft !) 
His vaflal long, and worn with pain, 
Indignant late I fpurn'd the chain ; 
In verfe, in profe, I fung and fwore 
No charms fhould e'er enflave me more, 
Nor neck, nor hair, nor lip, nor eye, - 

Again ihould force one tender ugh. 



As; 
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As, taught t>y heavVs informing power. 
From every fruit and every flower 
That nature opens to the view, 
The bee extracts the ne&ar-dew ; 
A vagrant thus, and free to change 
From fair to fair, I vow'd to range, 
And part from each without regret 
As pleas'd and happy as I met. 

Then Freedom's praife infpir'd my tongue, 
With Freedom's praife the vallies rung, 
And every night and every day 
My heart thus pour'd th' enraptur'd lay : 
" My cares are gone, my forrows ceafe, 
" My breaft regains its wonted peace, 
€€ And joy and hope returning prove, 
" That Reafon is too ftrong for Love.'* 

Such was my boaft — but, ah ! how vain ! 
How ihort was Reafon's vaunted reign ! 
The firm refolve I form'd ere- while 
How weak oppos'd to Clara's fmile ! 
Chang'd is the ftrain — The vallies round 
With Freedom's praife no more refound, 
But every night and every day 
My full heart pours the alter'd lay. 

Offended deity, whofe power 
My rebel tongue but now forfwore, 
Accept my penitence fincere, 
My crime forgive, and grant my prayer! 



v 
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Let not tny {lave, comlemn'd to mourn, 
With unrequited paflion burn ; 
With Love's foft thoughts her bread infpire, 
And kindle there an equal fire ! 

It is not beauty's gaudy flower, 
(The empty triumph of an hour) 
Nor practis'd wiles of female art 
That now fubdue my deftin'd heart : 
O no !— *'Tis heav'n, whofe wondrous hand 
A tranfcript of itfelf hath plann'd, 
And to each outward grace hath join'd 

Each lovelier feature of the mind. 

» 

Thefe charms fliall laft, when others fly, 
When rofes fade, and lilies die ; 
When that dear eye's declining beam 
Its living Brc no more ihall flream : 
Blefl then, and happy in my chain, 
The fong of Freedom* flows in vain ; 
Nor Reafon's harfh reproof I fear, 
For Reafon's felf is Paflion here. 

O dearer far than wealth or fame, 
My daily thought, my nightly dream, 
If yet no youth's fuccefsful art 
(Sweet hope !) hath touch'd the gentle heart, 
If yet mo fwain hath blefs'd thy choice, 
Indulgent hear thy Damon's voice ; 
From doubts, from fears his bofom free, 
And bid him live— for love and thee ! 

K VERSES 
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WRITTEN UPON A PEDESTAL BENEATH . A ROW OP EL Ml 
IN A MEADOW NEAR RICHMOND FERRY, BELONGING T 
RICHARD OWEN CAMBRIDGE, Esq.. SEPT. MDCCLX, 

*T7E green-hair'd nymphs! whom Pan allows 
JL To guard from harm thefe favour'd boughs ; 

Ye blue-eyed Naiads of the ftream, 

That foothe the warm poetic dream ; 

Ye elves and fprights, that thronging round, 

When midnight darkens all the ground, 

In antic meafures uncontroul'd, 

Your fairy fports and revels hold, 

And up and down, where- e'er ye pafs, 

With many a ringlet print the grafs ; 

If e'er the bard hath haiFd your power 

At morn's grey dawn, or evening hour ; x 

If e'er by moonlight on the plain 

Your ears have caught th' enraptur'd ftrain; 

From every flowret's velvet head, 

From reverend Thames's oozy bed, 

From thefe mofs'd elms, where prifon'd deep, 

ConceaPd from human eyes, ye fleep, 

If thefe your haunts be worth your care, 

Awake, arife, and hear my prayer ! 
O banifh from this peaceful plain 

The perjur'd nymph, the faithlefs fwain r 

# A line of Mr. Mafon's. 

The 
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The ftubborh heart, that /corns to bow, 

And harm rejefts the honeft vow : 

The fop, who wounds the virgin's ear 

With aught that fenfe would blufh to hear, 

Or, falfe to honour, mean and vain, 

Defames the worth he cannot ftain 2 

The light coquet, with various art, 

Who cafts her net for every heart, 

And fmiling flatters to the chace 

Alike the worthy and the bafe : 

The dame, who, proud of virtue's praife, 
Is happy if a filler ftrays, 

And, confcious of unclouded fame, 
Delighted, fpreads the tale of fhame : 
But far, O ! banifh'd far be they, 

Who hear, unmov'd, the orphan's cry, 
Who fee, nor wilh to wipe away, 

The tear that fwells the widow's eye ; 
Th' unloving man, whofe narrow mind 
Difdains to feel for human-kind, 
At others blifs whofe cheek ne'er glows, 
Whofe breaft ne'er throbs with others woes, 
Whofe hoarded fum of private joys 
His private care alone deftroys ; 
Ye fairies, caft your fpells around, 
And guard from fuch this hallow'd ground ! 

But welcome all, who figh with truth, 
Each conftant maid and faithful youth, 
Whom mutual love alone hath join'd, 
Sweet union of the willing mind ! 

K 2 H »at 
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Hearts pair'd in heaven, not meanly fold, 

Law-licens'd proftitutes for gold : 

And welcome thrice, and thrice again, 

The chofen few, the worthy train, 

Whofe fteady feet, untaught to ftray, 

Still tread where virtue marks the way ; 

Whofe fouls no thought, whofe hands have known 

No deed, which honour might not own ; 

Who, torn with pain, or ftung with care, ' 

In others blifs can claim a part, 
And, in life's brighteft hour, can fliare 

Each pang that wrings another's heart : 
Ye guardian fprights, when fuch ye fee, 
Sweet peace be theirs, and welcome free ! 
Clear be the Iky from clouds or mowers ! 
Green be the turf, and frefh the flowers ! 

And that the youth, whofe pious care 
Lays on your fhrine this honeft prayer, 
May, with the reft, admittance gain, 
And vifit oft this pleafant fcene : 
Let all who love the Mufe attend ! 
Who loves the Mufe is Virtue's friend. 

Such then alone may venture here, 
Who, free from guilt, are free from fear, 
Whofe wide affe&ions can embrace 
The whole extent of human race $ 
Whom Virtue and her friends approve ; 
Whom Cambridge and the Mufes love. 



SONG. 
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SWEET are the banks, when fpring perfumes 
The verdant plants* and laughing flowers, 
Fragrant the violet, as it blooms, 

And fweet the bloflbms after fhowers. 
Sweet is the fbft, the funny breeze, 

That fans the golden orange-grove ; 
But oh ! how fweeter far than thefe 
The kiffes are of her I love. 

Ye rofes ! blufhing in your beds, 

That with your odours fcent the air ; 
Ye lilies chafte ! with filver heads 

As my Cleora's bofom fair : 
No more I court your balmy fweets ; 

For I, and I alone, can prove, 
How fweeter, when each other meets, 

The kiffes are of her I love. 

Her tempting eyes my gaze inclin'd, 

Their pleafing leflbn. firft I caught ; 
Her ienfe, her friendfhip next confin'd 

The willing pupil lhe had taught. 
Should fortun«, ftooping from her iky, 

Conduct me to her bright alcove ; 
Yet, like the turtle, I ihould die, 

Denied the kifs of her I love, 

K3 THE 
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The GENIUS of BRI TAIN- 
AN IAMBIC ODE. 

WRITTEN IN MDCCLVI. 



AS late o'er Britain's chalky coafts 
The Genius of the ifland flew, 
The venal fwarm of foreign hofts 
Inglorious balking in his view, 
Peep in his breaft he felt the new difgrace, 
And honefl biufhes warm'd his godlike face* 

Quick flafh'd the lightning of his fpear 

Which blafted France on Creffy's field, 
He wheel'd the blazen fword in air, 
And on his fhonlders fpread the ihield, 
As when, o'er Agin court's blood-purpled lands, 
' Pale Terror ftalk'd thro' all the Gallic bands. 

Soon as he caft his eyes below, 

Deep heav'd the fympathetic figh, 
Sudden the tears of anguifh flow, 
For fore he felt th' indignity ; 
Pifcordant paflions ftiook his heavenly frame, 
Now Horrors damp, now Indignations flame. 



Ah! 
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Ah ! what avails, he cried, the blood 
Shec* hy each patriot band of yore, 
When i'Vt loin's unpaid legions flpod 
Pro'. -■ -• <f this fea-girt ftiore, 
When j»\\i ^a.. Wifdom deem'd each Bricifh fword 
* From jk • -ic power could guard its valiant lord. 

What i ho' the Danifti raven fpread 

Awhile his wings o'er Englifh ground, 
The bird ot prey funereal fled 

When Alhed call'd his peers around, 
Whofe fleets triumphant riding on the flood, 
Deep ftain'd each chalky cliff with Denmark's blood, ' 

Alfred on natives could depend, 

And fcorn'd a foreign force t'employ, 
He thought, who dar'd not to defend 
Were never worthy to enjoy ; 
The realm's and monarch's interefl deem'd but one, 
And arm'd his fubje&s to maintain their own. 

What tho' weak John's divided reign 

The Gallic legions tempted o'er, 
When Henry's barons join'd again, . 
Thofe feather 1 d warriors left the wore ; 
Learn, Britons, hence, you want no foreign friends, 
The Lion's fafety on himfelf depends. 

K 4. Reflcft 
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Reflect on Edward's glorious name ; 

On my fifth Henry's martial deeds,; 
Think on thofe peers of deathlefs fame, 
Who met their king on Thames's meads, 
When fovereign might acknowledg'd reafon's plea, 
That heaven created man for liberty. 

Tho' Rome's fell ftar malignant flione, 

When good Eliza ruPd this (late, 
On Englifti hearts fheplac'd her throne, 
And in their happinefs her fate, 
While blacker than the tempefls of the North, 
The papal tyrant fent his curfes forth. 

Lo ! where my Thames's waters glide 

At great Augufta's regal feet, 
Bearing on each returning tide 
From diflant realms a golden fleet, 
Which homeward wafts the fruits of every zone, 
And makes the wealth of all the world your own. 
« . 

Shall on his filver waves be borne 
XDf armed flaves a venal crew ? 
Lo I the old God denotes his fcorn, 
And fh udders at th' unufual view, 
Down to his deepeft cave retires to mourn, 
And tears indignant bathe his cryftal urn. 



O! how 
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O ! how can vaffals, born to bear 

» 

The galling weight o£ Slavery's chain, 
A patriot's noble ardor fhare, 

Or Freedom's facred caufe maintain ? 
Britons, exert your own unconquer'd might, 
A Freeman bell defends a Freeman's right. 

Look back on every deathlefs deed 

For which your fires recorded Hand ; 
To battle let your nobles lead 
The fons of toil, a hardy band ; 
The fword on each rough peafant's thigh be worn, 
And war's green wreaths the (hepherd's front adorn. 

But fee ! upon his utmoft fhores 

America's fad Genius lies, 
Each wailed province he deplores, 
And calls on me his languid eyes, 
Blefs'd with heavVs favourite ordinance I fly 
To raife the opprefs'd, and humble tyranny* 

This faid, the Vifion weftward fled, 
His wrinkled brow denouncing war ; 

_ » 

The way fire-mantled Vengeance led, 
And Juftice drove his airy car^ 
Behind firm-footed Peace her olive bore, 
And Plenty's horn pour'd bleffings on the wore. 

PETRARCH 
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PETRARCH and LAURA. 

AN EPIGRAMMATIC TALE. 

DAN Petrarch of old, it has often been faid, 
By fome Cardinal urg'd, his fair Laura to wed, 
With an offer of fortune (and well-tim'd it was, 
For Poets have feldom much rent for Parnafs') 
Cried, my lord, you'll excufe me, but I have a reafon 
Why even this offer becomes out of feafon ; 
I've a new book of fonnets juft ripe for the prefs, 
Upon the fame plan as the laft, you may guefs ; 
I have there, all along, made my Laura a goddefs, 
And Venus, to pleafe me, has lent her the boddice ; 
While Hebe, Minerva, and twenty to boot, 
With gifts all celeftial have trick'd me her out. 
Now marriage, my lord, the whole charm would deftroy, 
And hurl her divinity quite from the iky, 
To my coft I mould find her no more than a woman, 
And my fonnets, alas ! would gain credit with no man. 
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To WINTER. 

BY Mr. W O T Y f 

WHAT ! tho' thou com'ft in fable mantle clad, 
Yet, Winter ! art thou welcome to my eye ; 
Thee here I hail, tho* terrors round thee wait, 
And winds tempeiluous howl along the fry. 

But (hall I then fo foon forget the days 

When Ceres led me thro' her wheaten mines ! 

When autumn pluck'd me, with his tawny hand, 
Empurpled clutters from ambrofial vines ! 

So foon forget, when up the yielding pole 

I faw afcend the filver-bearded hop ! 
When Summer, waving high her crown of hay, 

Pour'd o'er the mead her odoriferous crop 1 

I mull forget them — and thee too, O Spring ! 

Tho' many a chaplet thou haft weav'd for me : 
For, now prepar'd to quit th* enchanting fcenes, 

Cold, weeping Winter ! I come all to thee. 



Hail 
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Hail to thy rolling clouds, and rapid {farms ! 

Tho' they deform fair Nature's lovely face : 
Hail to tfcy winds, that fweep along the earth! 

Tho' trees they root up from their folid bafe. 

How ficklied over is the face of things ! 

Where is the fpice kifs of the fouthern gale ! 
Where the wild rofe, that fmiPd upon the thorn, 

The mountain flower, and lily of the vale I 

How gloomy 'tis to caft the eye around, 

And view the trees difrob'd of every leaf, 
The velvet path grown rough with clotting fhowers, 
x And every field depriv'd of every flieaf ! 

How far more gloomy o'er the rain- beat heath 
Alone to travel in the dead of night ! 

No twinkling flar to gild the arch of heaven, 
No moon to lend her temporary light : 

To fee the lightning fpread its ample flieet, 
Difcern the wild wafle thro' its liquid fire, 

To hear the thunder rend, the troubled air, 
As time itfelf and nature would expire : 

i 

And yet, O Winter ! has thy poet feen 
Thy face as fmooth, and placid as the Spring, 

Has felt, with comfort felt, the beam of heaven,* 
And heard thy vallies and thy woodlands ring. 



What 
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What time the fun with burnifh'd locks arofe, 
The long loft charms of nature to renew, 

When purls of ice bedeck'd the grafly turf, 
And tree-tops floated in the filver dew. 

Father of heaven and earth ! this change is thine : 
By thee the Seafons in gradation roll, 

Thou great omnifcient Ruler of the world ! 
Thou Alpha and Omega of the whole I 

Here humbly bow we down our heads to thee ! 

'Tis ours the voice of gratitude to raife, 
Thine to diffufe thy bleflings o'er the land ; 

Thine to receive the incenfe of our praife. 

Pure if it rifes from the confcious heart, 
With thee for ever does the fymbol live ; 

Tho* fmall for all thy love is man's return, 
Thou afk'it no more than he has power to give. 
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An EPISTLE of M. DE VOLTAIRE, 

UPON HIS ARRIVAL AT HIS ESTATE NEAR. 
THE LAKE OF GENEVA, IN MARCH 

M DCC LV. 

FROM THE FRENCH. 

OTake, O keep me, ever bleft domains, 
Where lovely Flora with Pomona reigns ; 
Where Art fulfils what Nature's voice requires, 
And gives the charms to which my verfe afpires j 
Take me, the world with tranfport I refign, 
And let your peaceful folitude be mine ! 

Yet not in thefe retreats I boafl to find 
That perfect blifs that leaves no wifh behind ; 
This, to no lonely lhadc kind Nature brings, 
Nor Art fceftows on courtiers, or on kings ; 
Not ev'n the Sage this boon has e'er po:iefs'd, 
Tho* join'd with wifdom, virtue {hard his breaft ; 
This tranficnt life, alas ! can ne'er iuffice 
To reach the diftant goal, and fnatch the prize ; 
Yet, footh'd to reft, we feel fufpence from woe, 
And tho' not perfect joy, yet joy we know. 

Enchanting fcenes ! what pleafure you difpenfe, 
Where'er I turn, to every wondering fenfe ! 
An* ocean here, where no rude tempeft roars, 
With cryftal waters laves the' hallow'd fhores ; 



* The lake of Geneva. 



Here 



Here flowery fields with riling hills are crown'd, 

Where cluttering vines empurple all the ground : 

Now by degrees from hills to Alps they rife, 

Hell groans beneath, above $hey pierce the fkies ! 

See the proud fummit, white with endlefs froft, 

Eternal bulwark of the blifsful coaft ! 

The blifsful coaft the hardy Lombards gain, 

And froft and mountains crofs their courfe in vain • 

Here glory beckon'd mighty chiefs of old, 

And planted laurels to reward the bold ; 

Charles, Otho, Conti heard her trumpet found, 

And, borne on victory's wings, they fpurn'd the mound. 

See, on thofe banks where yon calm waters fwell, 
The hair-clad epicure's luxurious cell ! 
See fam'd Ripaille, where once fo grave, fo gay, 
Great Amedeus f pafs'd from prayer to play : 
Fantaftic wretch ! thou riddle of thy kind ! 
What ftrange ambition feiz'd thy frantic mind ? 
Prince, hermit, lover ! bleft thro* every hour 
With blifsful change of pleafure and of power, 
Couldft thou, thus paradis'd, from care remote, 
Rum to the world, and fight for Peter's boat ? 

t Amedeus the Pacific, firft duke of Savoy, in 1454 retired 
to the priory of Ripaille, where he affe&ed to live like an her- 
mit, and fuffered his beard to grew to an enormous length ; but 
he kept a miftrefs in his cell ; and in other refpefh lived in 
great luxury j yet he joined with a fa&ion agalnft Pope Euge- 
nius IV: and being elected to the fee of Rome, he was crowned 
Pope by the name of Felix V. but afterwards refigned at the 
requeft of Charles VII, king of France. 

Now 
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• * * 

Now by the Gods of fweet repofe I fwear, 
I would not thus have barter'd eafe for care, 
Spight of the keys that move our fear and hope/*? 
I ne'er would quit fuch penance to be Pope. 

Let him who Rome's ftern 'tyrant ftoop'd to praife, 
The tuneful chanter of fweet georgic lays, 
Let Maro boaft of ftreams that Nature pours 
To lave proud villas on Italia's fhores ; 
Superior far the ftreams that court my fong, 
Superior far the fhores . they wind along : 
Bleft fhores ! the dwelling of that facred power 
Who rules each joyful, and each glorious hour, 
Queen of whate'er the good or great defire, 
The patriot's eloquence, the hero's fire^ * 
Shrin'd in each breaft, and near the tyrant's fword 
Invok'd in whifpers, and in fighs ador'd, 
Immortal Liberty, whofe generous mind 
With all her gifts would blefs all human-kind I 
See, from Morat * fhe comes in martial charms, 
And fhines like Pallas in celeftial arms, 
Her fword the blood of boaftful Auflria ftains, 
And Charles, who fhreaten'd with opprobrious chains. 

Now hoflile crowds Geneva's towers a/Tail, 
They march in fecret, and by night they fcale ; 

* Morat is a little town in the canton, of Fribourgh in 
Switzerland, famous for a battle which the Switzers gained 
againft Charles the Rafh, duke of Burgundy, .by which they 
recovered and eftablifhed their liberty.^ Charles himfelf was 
wounded, and left 1 8,000 Auftrians dead on the fpot. 

z The 
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The GoddeTs comes — they vanifh from the wall, 
Their lances fliiver, and their 1 heroes fall : 
For fraud *can ne'er elude, nor force withftand 
Thc^troke of Liberty's victorious hand # . 

She fmiles ; her fmiles perpetual joys diffufe ; 
A fhoutitfg nation where Hie turns purfues \ 
Their heart-felt Paeans thunder to the iky , 
And echoing Appenines from far reply : 
Such wreaths their temples crown as Greece entwin'd 
Her herb's brOws at Marathon f to bind ; 
Such wreaths the fons of freedom hold more dear 
Than circling' gold and gems that crown the peer; 
Than the broad hat which (hades the Pontiff'* face, 
Or the cleft litre's venerable grace. 
Infulting grandeur, in gay tinfel dreft* 
Shows here no ftar embroider'd on the breaft, 
No tiflued ribbon on the fhoulder tied, 
Vain gift implor'd by Vanity from Pride ! 
Nor here flern Wealth, with fupercilious eyes, 
The faltering prayer of weeping want denies ; 
Here no falfe Pride at honeft labour fneers, 
Men here are brothers, equal but in years ; 

* The duke of Savoy once attempted to iurprife Geneva, 
and take it in the night by efcalade, but the firft man that 
mounted the wall was difcovered by a woman, who courage- 
ously knocked him down, and alarmed the Genevefe, who drove 
off the affailants, and fallying after them, made a great daughter. 

f At Marathon, Miltiades, with 10,000 Athenians, defeated 
an army of more than 100,000 Perfians, and delivered his 
country from a foreign yoke, 

L Here. 
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Here heaven, O Liberty ! has fix'd thy throne, 
Fill'd, glorious Liberty ! by thee alone. 

Rome fees thy face, fince Brutus fell, no more, 
A Granger thou on many a cultur'd more : 
The Polim lord, of thy embraces vain, 
Pricks his proud courfer o'er Sarmatia's plain ; 
Erects his haughty front in martial pride, 
And fpurns the burgher, grovelling at his fide ; 
The grovelling burgher burns with fecret fires, 
Looks up, beholds thee, fighs, defpairs, expires* 

Britain's rough fons in thy defence are bold, 
Yet fome pretend at London thou art fold ; 
I heed them not, to fell top proud, too wife, 
If blood mull buy, with blood the Briton b'uys. 

On Belgic bogs, 'tis faid, thy footfleps fail, 
But thou fecure may'ft fcorn the whifper'd tale ; 
To lateft times the race of great Naflau, 
Who rais'd feven altars * to thy facred law, 
With faithful hand tjiy honours mall defend, 
And bid proud factions to thy faices bead. 

Thee Venice keeps, thee Genoa now regains ; 
And next the throne thy feat the Swede maintains 5 . 
How few in fafety thus with kings can vie ! 
If not Tupreme; how dangerous to be high ! 
O ! flill prefide where'er the law's thy friend, 
And keep thy ftation, and thy rights defend : 
But take no factious League's f reproachful name, 
Still prone to change, and zealous flill to blame, 

* .* The Union of the Seven Provinces. 

f The author alludes to the famous League formed againft 

Henry of France* 

Cloud 



Cloud not the funfhine of a conquering race, 
Whom wifdom governs, and whom manners grate ^ 
Fond of their fovereign, of fubje&ionvain, 
They wifh no favours at thy hands to gain, 
Nor need fuch vaffals at their lord repine, 
Whofe eafy fway they fondly take for thine. 

Thro* the wide Eaft lefs gentle is thy fate, 
Where the dumb murderer guards the fultan's gate; 
Here pale and trembling, in the duft o'erturn'd, 
With chains difhonourd, and by eunuchs fpurn'd, 
The fword and -bow -firing plac'd on either fide 
Thou mourn'fl, while flaves of life and death decide. 

Spoil'd of thy cap thro' all the bright Levant 
Tell * gave thee his, and well fupply'd the want, 
O ! come my Goddefs, in thy chofen hour, 
And let my better fortune hail thy power ; 
Fair friendfhip calls thee to my green retreat, 
O! come, with friendfhip, fhare the mofly feat ; 
Like thee fhe flies the turbulent and great, 
The craft of bufihefs, and the farce of ftate ; 
To you, propitious powers, at laft I turn, 
To you my vows afcend, my altars burn ; 
Let me of each the pleafing influence fhare, 
My joys now heighten'd, and now footh'd my care$ 
Each ruder paffion banifh'd from my breaft, 
Bid the fhort remnant of my days be bleft. 

* William Tell was the means of reftoring liberty and 
independence to Switzerland by killing Grifler, the tyrant who 
governed it for the emperor Albert. 
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The WINTER'S WALK. 

BY SAMUEL JOHNSON, L. L. D. 

i 

BEHOLD, my fair, where'er we rove, 
What dreary profpecls round us rife, 
The naked hill, the Ieaflefs grove, 

The hoary ground, the frowning ikies ! 

Nor only through the wafted plain, 
Stern Winter, is thy force confefs'd, 

Still wider fpreads thy horrid reign, 
I feel thy power ufurp my breaft. 

Enlivening hope and fond defire 

Refign the heart to fpleen and care, 
Scarce frighted love maintains her fire, 

And rapture faddens to defpair. 

In groundlefs hope and caufelefs fear, 

Unhappy man ! behold thy doom, 
Still changing with the changeful year* 

The flave of funflrine and of gloom. 

Tir'd with tain joys, and falfe alarms, 

With mental and corporeal ftrife, 
Snatch me, my Stella, to thy arms, 

And fcreen me from the ills of life. 
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EPITAPH on CLAUDIUS PHILLIPS. 

BY THE SAME. . v 

PHILLIPS ! whole touch harmonious could remove 
The pangs of guiltlefs power or haplefs love, 
Reft here o^prefs'd by poverty no more, 
Here find that calm thou gav'ft Co oft before : 
Reft undifturb'd within this humble fhrine, 
Till angels wake thee with a note like' thine. 

The POOR MAN's PRATER. 

ADDRESSED TO LORD CHATHAM. 

> 

AMIDST the more important toils of ftate, 
The counfels laboring in thy patriot foul, 
Tho* Europe from thy voice expeel her fate, 
And thy keen glance extends from pole to pole : 

O Chatham ! nurs'd in antient virtue's lore, 
To thefe fad drains incline a fav'ring ear ; 

Think on the God whom thou and I adore, 
Nor turn unpitying from the Poor Man's Prayer* 

L3 Ah 
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Ah me ! how Weft was once a peafant's life* 
No lawlefs paflion fwell'd my even breaft i 

Far from the ftormy waves of civil flrife, 

Sound were my (lumbers, and my heart at reft* 

I ne'er for guilty painful pleafures rov'd ; 

But taught by nature and by choice to Wed, 
From all the hamlet cull'd whom beft I lov'd, 

With her I ffcaid my heart, with her my bed. 

To gild her worth I afk'd no wealthy power, 
My toil could feed her, and my arm defend ; 

In youth or age, in pain or pleafure's hour, 

The fame fond hufband, father, brother, friend. 

< 
And fhe, the faithful partner of my care, 

When ruddy evening ftreak'd the 1 weftern (ky, 

Look'd towards the uplands, if her mate was there, 

Or thro' the beech-wood call an anxious eye, 

• 

The careful matron heap'd the maple board 
With favory herbs, and pick'd the nicer part 

From fuch plain food as nature could afford, 
Ere fimple nature was debauch'd by art : 

X 

While I, contented with my homely chear, 

Saw round my knees my prattling children play ; 

And oft with pleas'd attention fat to hear 
The little hiflory of their idle day. 
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But ah ! how chang'd the fcenei on the cold Hones, 
Where wont at night to blaze the chearfuj fire, 

Pale Famine fits, and counts her naked bones, 
Still fighs for food, ftill pines with vain defire. 

My faithful wife, with ever-ftreamingeyes,^ 
Hangs on my bofom her deje&ed head ! 

My helplefs infants raife their feeble cries, , 
And from their father claim their daily bread* 

Dear tender pledges of my honeff love, 
On that bare bed behold your brother lie ; 

Three tedious days with pinching want he ftrovc, 
The\ fourth' I faw the helplefs cherub die. 

Nor long fhall ye remain, with vifage four 
Our tyrant lord commands us from our home ; 

And arm'd*with cruel law's coercive power 
Bids me and mine o'er barren mountains roam* 

Yet never, Chatham, have I paf&'d a day 

In riot's orgies or in idle eafe ; . 
Ne'er have I facrific'd to fport and play, 

Or wifh'd a pamper'd appetite to pleafe. 

Hard was my fate, and conflant was my toil ; 

Still with the morning's orient light I rofe, 
FelFd the flout oak, or rais'd the lofty pile, ,< 

Parch'd in the fun, in dark December froze.. 
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Is it that Nature, with a niggard hand, 

With-holds her gifts from thefe once favour'd plain* ? 
Has God, in vengeance to a guilty land, 

Sent dearth and famine to her laboring fwains ? 

Ah, no ; yon hill, where daily fweats my brow, 
A thoufand flocks, a thoufand herds adorn ; 

Yon field, where late I drove the painful ploughs 
Feels all her acres crown'd with wavy corn. 

But what avails, that o'er the furrow'd foil 

In autumn's heat the yellow harvefts rife, 
If artificial want elude my toil, 

Untafted plenty wound my craving eyes ? 

What profits if at diftance I behold 

My wealthy neighbour's fragrant fmoke afcend, 
If {till the griping cormorants with-hold 

The fruits which rain and genial feafons fend i 

If thofe fell vipers of the public weal 

Yet unrelenting on our bowels prey ; 
If ftill the curfe of penury we feel, 

And in the midft of plenty pine away ? 

i 

In every port the veflels ride fecure, 

That waft our harveft to a foreign fhore ; 

While we the pangs of preffing want endure, 
The fons of Grangers riot on our ftorc, 

Ogenerovt 



O generous Chatham ! flop thofe fatal falls. 

Once more with outftretch'd arm thy Britons fare : 

Th' unheeding crew but waits for fav'ring gales, 
O flop them ere they Hem Italians wave ! 

From thee alone I hope for inftant aid, 

'Tis thou alone canft fave my children's breath ;, 
O deem not little of our cruel need, 
• O haile to help us, for delay is death ! 

So may nor fpleen nor envy blaft thy name, 
Nor voice profane thy patriot adts deride,; 

Still may'ft thou Hand the firft in honeft fame, 
Unftung by folly, vanity, or pride. 

So may thy languid limbs with ftrength be brae'd, 
And glowing health fupport thy active foul ; 

With fair renown thy public virtue grae'd, 
Far as thou bad 'ft Britannia's thunder roll. 

Then joy to thee, and to thy children peace, 

The grateful hind fhall drink from Plenty's horn ; 

And while they {hare the cultur'd land's increafe, 
The poor ihall blefs the day when Pitt was born. 



Tm 



«. 



[ »7« 1 
AmEPITAPH. 

WRITTEN BV Mr. CALEB SMITH UPON HIS WIFE. 



IF beau ty's faireft form, and each bright charm, 
That with foft love th* enamoured foul does warm ; 

If fprightly fancy with found judgment join'd j 
' Good nature, fweet deportment, fenfe refin'd ; 
And what we higheft prize, — a virtuous mind : 
If conduct Hlamelefs, and unblemifhM life, 
In every flate of virgin, widow, wife ; 
Amidft a world of follies, flatt'ries, cares, and ftrife 
If niceft honour, fpotlefs purity, 
Firm faith, fair hope, and bouhdlefs charity ; 
Unerring prudence, flrift regard to truth ; 
And deathlefs fame acquir'd in bloom of youth ; 
If thefe, or any grace, had power to fave 
The beft of wives and women from the grave : 
If all men's wifhes, and the hufband's pray'r ; 
The force of drugs, or wife phyfician's care, 
Cou'd refpite righteous heaven's fevere decree, 
To rend a bleffing from the world and me ; 
Then, rueful Pancras, none had ever read 
Maria's honour 'd name among the dead. 
Aug. 19, 1747. |f| 
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To APOLLO MAKING LOVE. 

FROM MONSIEUR FONTENELLE. 

# 

BY THOMAS TICKELL, Es<*. 

I AM, cry'd Apollo, When Daphne he woo'd, 
And panting for breath, the coy virgin purfu'd, 
When his wifdom, in manner moil ample, expreft 
The long lift of the graces his godfhip pofleft : 
I'm the god of fweet fong, and infpirer of lays ; 
Nor for lays, nor fweet fong, the fair fugitive ftays : 
I'm the <god of the harp— iftop, my.faireft — in vain; 
Nor the harp, nor the harper, could fetch her again.' 
Every plant, every flower, and their virtues I know, 
God of Jight I'm above, and of phyfic below : 
At the dreadful word phyfic, the nymph fled more faft ; 
At the fatal word phyfic, (he doubled her hafte. 
Thou fond god of wifdom, then alter thy phrafe, 
Bid her view the young bloom, and thy ravifhing rays, 
Tell her lefs of thy knowledge, and more of thy charms, 
And, my life for't, the damfel mall fly to thy arms. 



\ 
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The AUTHOR'S ACCOUNT of his 
JOURNEY to IRELAND. 

TO Mr. JOHN ELLIS. 

l 

BY THE LATE MOSES MENDE5, Es<^ 



Dear Sir, Dublin, July 5, 1744* 

BY the lyre of Apollo, the locks of the Mufes, 
And the pure lucid Itream Aganippe produces, 
My Ellis, I love thee, then pay me in kind, 
Let the thought of a friend never flip from your mind ; 
So may fancy and judgment together combine, 
And the bofom be filPd with an ardor divine ; 
That thy brows may the laurel with* juftice Hill claim, 
And the Temple of liberty mount thee to fame. 

If it e'er can give pleafurc to know my career, 
When proud London I left with intentions fo queer, 
Accept it in verfe. On the very firft day 
When the queen of warm paffions precedes the fair May, 
When, fo cuftom prefcribes, and to follow old rules, 
One half of mankind makes the other half fools; 

From 
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From the town I firft breath'd in, I fally'd in ha$e 
*Thro* Highgate and Finchley, and Barnet I pafs'd : 
At St. Alban's I din'd with a laughing gay crew, 
Not complete was the fct without Tucker and you* 
Where the * Eighth of our Harries deferted his mate, 
And procur'd a full fentence againft his old Kate, 
Our brifk company fupp'd, while our wine gave a fpring* 
And tho' at the Crown, we ne'er thought of the King., 
The morrow fucceeding I got from my bed, 
As a.fiieet all the roads were with fnows over fp read ; 
But the gods, who will never abandon a poet, 
As oft has been faid, condefcended to ihovv it, 
In a coach and fix horfes the florm I defy'd ; 
And, left by my friends, thro* the tempeft I ride. 
Newport-Pannel receiv'd me, and gave me a dinner, 
And a ted at Northampton was prefs'd by a finner: 
No figns of fair weather, the Well Chefter coach 
At rine the next morning, a welcome approach, 
Prefents frefh example ; I travell'd all day, 
At Crick eat my dinner, at Coventry lay ; 
I tremble, whene'er I reflect on the roads 
That lead to thofe dirty worm-eaten abodes, 
Where a f woman rode naked their taxes to clear, 
And a taylor for peeping paid damnably dear ; 
. For t two parliaments fam'd, which intail a difgrace, 
And have left their foul- manners topoifoa tie place. 

# Dunfrible. • f Lady Godiva. 

J A parliament was held here in the reign of Henry IV. 
called Parliamntum Indo&erum, another in Henry VI. called 
Diabolicum* 

Next 
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Next morning the fun, with a face of red hue, 
Had clear'd up th' expanfe, and array'd it in blue, 
When I left the vile town, 'gainit which ever I'll rail, 
While * Meriden offers no humble regale ; 
But near Mixal Park din'd at houfe of mean fame, 
And at night to the f field of flain carcafTes came ; 
Tho* full old are thy tow'rs, yet receive my juft praife, 
May the ale be recorded, and live in my lays : 
Thy Gothic cathedral new Homage ftill claims, 
Nor refufe I thy due, tho' repair' d by king James t» 
I forgot to advife you, the fky being clear, 
*Twas at Coventry, firft I afcended my chair, 
But, alas, on the morrow, how difmal the fight ! 
For the day had aflum'd all the horrors of night, 
The clouds their gay vifage had chang'd to a frown, 
,And in a white mantle cloath'd Litchfield's old town ; 
But at noon all was o'er, when intrepid and bold 
As a train-band commander, or Falftaff of old, 
And proudly defying the wind and the fnow, 
When the danger was pafs'd, I determin'd to go. 
At Stone I repos'd, but at Oufley I din'd, 
When our reck'ning was cheap and the landlord was kind * 
JJext morning we fally'd, and StafFordfhire loft ; 
But not ill entertain'd by a Ceftrian hoft. 
On the banks of the Wever, at Namptwich, renown'd 
For an excellent brine pit, our dinner we found ; 

* Meriden is famous for ale. 

•J- Campus Cadawrum was the ancient name for Litchfield* 
on account of a profecution there in the days of Dioclefian. % 
} King James II. 

Thje 
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The wane was not bad, tho' the ale did diipleafe, < 

An an undluous defert was jerv'd up of old cheefe ; 
But as time will not tarry, our courfe-we refume, 
And * St. George's dragoons take their fe*ts in our room : 
So travelling onwards with pleafure we fee 
Old Caerleon fo famous o'er looking the Dee ; 
Four days there we refted, and blithfome and gay 
Forgot the bad weather we met on the way ; 
Then old Chefter, farewel, till I fee thee again, 
And can ftroll thro' thy ftreets f without dreading the rain* 
May thy river % ftill fwell, better pleas'd with his charge 
Than when Edgar was row'd by eight kings in his barge $ 
Be the maidens all virtuous who drink of thy tide, 
And each virgin in bloom be affianc'd a bride ; 
May the heart and the hand at the altar be join'd, 
And no matron complain that a hufband's unkind j 
Let their bounty to ftrangers refound in each fong, 
Be § Barnflone their copy, they cannot go wrong. 

O'er the cuts of the rivef our tracl: we purfae, 
And old, Flint in the proipecl now rifes to view ; 
How ftrange to behold, here our language is fled, 
To converfe with thefe people's to talk to the dead ; 

* General St. George's dragoons were marching up to London, 
and a party of them juft came in when we were leaving it. 

f The flreets of Chefter have mops on each fide covered over, 
which if not beautiful to the eye, at leaft preferve one from the 
rain. 

' J People are now employed to make the river Dee navigable 
up to the town. 

§ Roberf Barnflone, Eiqj who ufed me with the utmoft 
hofpitality. 

And 
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And a Turk or Chinefe is as well underftood 
By thefe Roifters, who bbaft of Cadwalladar's blood* 
As an Englifhman here, who is certainly undone 
IF he thinks to make ufe of the language of London. 
From Flint we depart with our landlord and guide, 
Who fhew'd us that kindnefs which courts never try'd, 
The caftle where * Richard his grandeur laid down, 
And betray 'd his own life by furrerid'ring the crown : 
Now the f well we furvey, where t a virgin of old 
To all flame but religion's was lifelefs and cold, 
When in vain princely Cradoc had offer'd his bed, 
The mercilefs heathen e'en chopp'd off her head : . - 
Hence the Hones are diftain'd with the colour Of blood, 
And each cripple is cur'd who will bathe in the flood, 
Thus the rankeft abfurdity brain can conceive, 
Superftition impofes, and crowds will believe ! 
Turn from legends and nonfenfe to fee a' gay fight, 
Where the § meadows of Clewyn the fenfes delight, 
And excufe that I aim not to point out the place, 
Left my numbers too lowly the landfchape difgrace ; 
At Rhyland we dine, and a caftle we view> 
Whofe founder I'd name if the founder I knew ; 
But our hoft gives the word, and we hurry away, 
Left the length of the journey outrun the fhort day ; 
Now afcend Penmenrofe, oh ! beware as you rife, 
What a profpett of horror, what dreadful furprize ! 

* It was at this place that Richard was prevailed upon to 

refign the crown, 
t Holy-*ell. 

% St. Winifred, patronefi of Wales* 
$ The vale of Clewyn. 
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See t)iat}ieight more fublime, which no footfteps e'er try'd, 
There the ocean roars loudly, how awful his pride ! 
How narrow the path, obferve where you tread, 
Nor Humble the feet, nor grow dizfcy the' head 3 
If you flip, not mankind can avert your fad doom, 
Dafh againft the rough rocks, and the tea for your tomb ! 
The danger is paft, and now Conway's broad beech, 
Fatigu'd and difmay'd, with great gladnefs we reach ; 
In a leaky old boat we were wafted fafe o'er 
(Tho* two drunkards our fteerfmen) to th* oppofite more. 
Here the town and the driver are both of a name, 
And boaft the firft Edward, who rais'd her to fame : 
There a fupper was order 'd, which no one could touch, 
This too little was boil'd, and that foafted too much ; 
To his chamber full hungry each pilgrim retreats, ' 
And forgets his loft meal 'twixt a pair of Welch iheets. 
A caftle hard by I with pleafure behold, 
Which Kings had long dwelt in, Or giants of old ; 
But the daw, and each night-bird, now builds up her ncft, 
And with clamours and fhrieks the old manfion infeft. 

* 

We waken'd at four, and our hoft left as here, 
As the worft ways were paft, fo but fmall was our fear ; 
We follow'd our route, and croft'd Penmenmaur's fide, 
Where the prudent will walk,' but the bolder will ride. 
Still' above us old rocks feem to threaten a fall, 
And prefent to fpe&ators the form of a wall : 
Now Bangor we reach, oh, if e'er thou hadft fame, 
Tho' lawn fleeves thou beftow'ft, on my life 'tis a fhamc ; 
There we crofs o'er an arm of the fea, and caroufe 
On the oppofite fhore at an excellent houfe ; 

M Thro' 
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Thro' Anglefea's ifland we rattle our chaife,* 
While the goats all in wonder feem on us to ga2e J ; 
For be pleas'd to obferve, and with diligence notey 
That 'twas here firft in Wales that I met with a goat* 
O'er roads rough and craggy our journey we fped* 
Nor baited again- 'till we reach'd Holyhead. 

The next day at noon in the Wyndham we fail/ 
And, the packet danc'd brifk with a profperous gale.' 
We at ten paft the * Bar ; in the wherry confin'd, 
Which fwims on no water, and fails with no wind, 
Till near two we fat curfing, in vain they may row,. 
Not a fnail is fo fluggifh, nor tortoife fo flow, 
Till a boat took us ki, and at length fet us down 
At thft quay of St. George in St. Patrick's chief town : 
Thence I wrote to my friend, nor believe what thofe fay. 
Or too fond to find fault, or too wantonly gay, 
Who with taunts contumelious this ifland o'erload, 
As with bogs, and with blunders and nonfenfe full ftow'd; 
For, believe me, they live not unblefs'd with good air, 
And their daughters are beauteous, and fons debonair : 
Here tho' Bacchus too often difplays his red face, * 
Yet Minerva he holds in the ftri&eft embrace ; 
Nor the maiden is coy ev'ry charm to reflgn, 
And the ivy and laurel peep forth from the vine* 

» 

Thus I've told you in verfe the whole progreft I took, 
As true as if fworn in full court on the book, 
Let me know how in London you meafure your time, 
'TwiiJ be welcome in profe, but twice welcome in rhyme. 



To 



t *79 3 • .„ 
To Mr, S. TUCKER. 

BY Mr. MBNDES. 

Til S fohs of man, by various pafliohs led, 
The paths of bus'nefs of* of pleafure tread ; 
The florift views his dear tarnation rife, 
And wonders who can doat on Flavia's eyes $ 
The lover fees, linmov'd, each gaudy ftreak, 
And knows ho bloom but that on Daphne's cfieek : 
While fome grow pale o'er Newton, Locke, or Boyle, 
Mifs reads romances, and my lady Hoyle ; 
Thus inclination binds her fetters ftrong, 
And, juft as judgment marks, we're right or wrong. 

Fair are th'ofe hills where facred laurels grow* 
Rul'd by the pow*r who draws the golden bow ; 
But fee how few attain the dang'rous road, 
How few are born to feel th' infpiring god ! 
Yet all, to reach the arduous fummit try, 
From foaring Pope to reptile Ogleby. 
Among the reft, your friend attempts to climb, 
But ah, how difPrent poefy and rhyme 1 

The mid-night bard* reciting to his bell, 
Who breaks our reft, and tolls the mufes knell, 
Is juft a poet matchlefs and divine, 
As he a Raphael, who, on ale-houfe fign, 
Seats his bold George in attitude fb quaint', 
That none can tell the dragon from a faint. 

M i Reckon 



Reckon each fand in wide Newmarket plain, * ' 
Mount yon blue vault, and count the ftarry train ; 
But numbers ne'er can comprehend the throftg: 
Of retail dealers in the art of fong. 
Like iummer flies they blot the folar ray, 
And, Kke their brother infe&s, live a day. 
Am I hot blafted by fome friendlefs ftar, 
To know my wants, yet wage unequal war } 
I own I am ; and dabbling thus in rhyme, 
'Tis folly's bell that sings the pleating chyme * 
Bit by the bard's tarantula I fwell, 
Write eff the raging fit, and all is welL 

And yet, perhaps, to lofe my tkfie ,this wajt 
Is better far than fome mif-fpend the day. 
The fatal dice-box never fill'd my hand, 
By me no orphan weeps his ravifh'd land ; 
What ward can tax me with a deed unjuft ? 
What friend upbraids me with a broken trull ? 
(Some few except, whom pride and folly blind* 
I found them chaff, and give them to the wind) 
Like a poor bird, and one of meaneft wing, 
Around my cage I flutter, hop, and fing.^ 
Unlike in this my brethren of the bays, 
I fue for pardon, and they hope for praife ; 
And when for verfe I find my genius warm, 
Like infa&ts fent to fchool, I keep from harm* 
What time the dog-ftar with unbaring flames 
Cleaves the parch'd earth, and finks the filver'Thaines ; 

WhUe 



While the ihrill tenant • of the fuij-burnt blade, 

(A poet he, and jinging all his trade) 

Tears his finall throat, I brave the fujtry ray, 

And deep-embower'd, efcape the rage of day* 

Thrice bleft the man, who, (hielded from the beam, 

Sings lays melodious to fhe facred itream $ 

Thrice blefs'd the ftream, who views his banks of flow'rs, 

Crown'd with the Mufe's or imperial tow'rs, 

Whofe limpid waters as they onwards glide, 

See humble oiiers nod, or threat' nirig fquadrons ride. 

Health to my friend, and to his partner, peace, 
A good long life, and moderate increafe ; 
May Dulwich garden double treafures (hare, 
And be both Flora and Pomona's care* 
Ye Walton naiads, guard the fav'rite child, 
Drive off each marfh-born fog ; ye zephyrs mild, 
Fan the dear innocent ; ye fairies, keep 
Your wonted diftance, nor difturb his fleep ; 
Nor in the cradle, while your tricks you play, 
The changeling drop, and bear our boy away. 
However chance may chalk his future fate, 
Or doom his manhood to be rich or great, 
Is not our care ; oh, let the guiding pow'r 
Decide that point, who rules the natal hour ; 
Nor mall we feek, for knowledge to enrich, 
The Delphic tripod, or your Norwood witxh. 

# The grafshopper. 

M 3 But 
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But Tucker doubts, and <c if not rich," he cries, 
" How can the boy reward the good and wife ? 
Give him but gold, and merit ne'er fhall freeze, 
But rife from want to affluence and eafe : ' 
The Guido's touch fhall warm his throbbing heart, 
The patriot's buft mail fpeak the fculptor's art ; 
But if from Danae's precious fhow'r debarr'd, 
The Mufe he may admire, but ne'er reward." 

V 

All this I grant ; but does it follow then, 
That parts have drawn regard from wealthy men ? 
Did Gay receive the tribute of the great ? 
No, let his tomb be witnefs of his fate : 
For Milton's days are too long pad to ftrike ; 
The rich of all times ever were alike. 

See him, whofe lines *. c in a fine frenzy roll,'* 
He comes to tear, to harrow up the foul ; 
Bear me, ye pow'rs, from his bewitching fprite, 

■ 

• My eye-balk darken at exceft of light; 
How my heart dances to his magic ftrain. 
Beats my quick pulfe, and throbs each burfHng vein. 
From Avon's bank with ev'ry garland crown'd, 
'Tis his to roufe, to calm, to cure, to wound ; 
To mould the yielding bofom to his will, 
And Shakefpear is inimitable dill : 
Opprefs'd by fortune, all her ills he bore. 
Hear this, ye Mufes, and be vain no more. 
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Nor Avail my * Spenfer want his fhare of praife, 
The heav'n-fprung fillers wove the laureat's bays ; 
Yet what avail'd-his fweet defcriptive pow'r, 
The fairy warrior, or inchanted bow'r ? 
Tho' matchlefs Sidney doated on the ftrain, 
Lov'd by the learned f fhepherd of the main, 
Obferve what meed his lateil labours crown'd, 
Belphaebe J fmil'd not, and ft era Burleigh frown'd. 
If Hill you doubt, confult fome well-known friend? 
Let Ellis fpeak, to him you oft attend, 
Whom truth approves, ^whom candor calls her own, 
Known by the God, by all the Mufes known. 
Where tow'r his hills, where ftretch his lengths of vale, 
Say, where his heifers load the fmoaky pail ? 
Oh may this grateful verfe my debt repay f ' 
If aught I know, he ihew'd the arduous way ; 
* Within my boibm fann'd the rifing flame, 
Plum'd my young wing, and bade me try for fame\ 
Since then I fcrihbl'd, and mufl fcribble ftill. 
His word was once a fandion to my will ; 
And I'll perfift till he refurae the pen, 
Then fhrink contented, and ne'er rhyme again. 

Yet, ere I take my leave, I have to fay, 
That while in fleep my fenfes waited lay, 

* He was rewarded with lands in Ireland, which he loft in 
the rebellion of the earl of Defmond. He came over to England 
to folicit a recovery of them 5 but having attended long in vain, 
finifhed his days in grief and difappointment. 
. f Sir Walter Raleigh. % Queen "Jfcabeth. 

M4 The 
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T e waking foul, which {ports in fancy's beam, 
Work'd on my drowfy limbs, and form'd a dream 3 
Then to my lines a due attention keep. 
For oft when poets dream, their readers deep. 

On a wide champain, where the forges beat 
TV extended beach, then fullenly retreat, 
A difmal cottage rear'd its turfy head. 
O'er which a yew- her baleful branches fpread ; 
The owl profane his dreadful dirges fung, 
The paffing bell the foul night- raven rung ; 
No village cur here bay'd the cloudlefs moon, 
No golden funibine chear'd the hazy noon, 
But ghofts of men by love of gold betray'd^ 
In filence glided thro* the dreary (hade. 
There fat pale Grief* in melancholy ftate, 
And brooding Care was trufted with the gate, 
Within, extended on the cheerlefs ground, 
An old man lay in golden fillet bound ; 
Rough was his beard, and matted was his hair, 
His eyes were fiery red, his moulders bare ; 
Down furrow'd cheeks hot tears had worn their way, 
And his broad fcalp was thinly, ftrew'd with grey ! 
A weighty ingot in his hand he preft, 
Nor feem'd to feel the viper at his breaft. 

- Around the caitif, glorious to behold, 
Lay minted coinage, and hiftoric gold * $ 
High fculptur'd urns in bright confufion flood. 
And ftreams of filver form'd a precious flood. 

* WedaW. 
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On nails, fufpended rows of pearls were feen, 
Not fuch the pendants of th' Egyptian queen, 
Who (joy luxurious.fwelling all her foul) 
QuafPd the vaft price of empires in her bowl. 

As teas voracious fwallow up the land, 
As raging flames eternal food demand, 
5o this vile wretch, unblefs'd with all his ftore, 
Repin'd in plenty, and grew fick for more ; 
Nor fhall we wonder when his name I tell, 
*Twas Avarice, the eldefl born of hell. 

But, hark ! what noife breaks in upon my tale, 
Be hufh'd each found, and whifper ev'ry gale; 
Ye croaking rooks your noify flight fufpend^ 
Gucfs'd I not right how all my toil would end ? 
My heavy rhyme6 have jaded Tucker quite ; 
Jie yawns— he nods — he fnores. Good night, good nigkt. 

On the WINTER SOLSTICE. 

M.D.CC.XL. 

BY Dr. AKENS1DE. 

THE radiant ruler of the year 
At length hjls wint'ry goal attains, 
Soon to reverfe the long career, 
And northward bend his golden reins. 

Prone 
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Prone on Potofi's haughty brow 
His fiery ftreams inceflant flow, 

Ripening the filver's du&ile {lores ; 
While, in the cavern's horrid fhade, 
The panting Indian hides his head, 

And oft th' approach of eve explores. 

fiat lo, on this defcrted coaft 

How faint the light ! how thick the air ! 
Lo, arm'd with whirlwind, hail and froft, 

Fierce winter defolates the year. 

The fields refign their chearful bloom : 
No more the breezes waft perfume ; 

No more the warbling waters roll : 
Deferts of fnow fatigue the eye, 
Black florins involve the louring fty, 

And gloomy damps opprefs the foul. 

Ijhw thro' the town promiscuous throngs 

Urge the warm bowl and ruddy fire ; 
Harmonious dances, feftive fongs, 
To charm the midnight hours confpire, 
While mute and Shrinking with her fearv 
' Each blaft the cottage-matron hears, 
As o'er the hearth ihe fits alone : 

At morn her bridegroom went abroad, 
The night is dark, and deep the road $ 
She fighs, and wifhes him at home. 



But 



Put thou, my lyre, awake, arife, 

And hail the fun's remoteft ray ; 
Now, now he climbs the northern ikies, 

To-morrow nearer than to-day. 
Then louder howl the ftormy wafle, 
Be land and ocean worfe defac'd, 

Yet brighter hours are on the wing ; 
And fancy thro' the wintry glooms, 
All frefh with dews and opening blooms, 

Already hails th' emerging fpring. 

Q fountain of the golden day ! 

Could mortal vows but urge thy fpeed, 
How foon before thy vernal ray 

Should each unkindly damp recede ! 
How foon each hovering tempeft fly, 
That now fermenting loads the iky, 

Prompt on our heads to burft amain, 
To rend the foreft from the fteep, 
Or thundering o'er the Baltic deep, 

To whelm the merchant's hopes of gain ! 

But let not man's unequal views 

Prefume on nature and her laws ; 
'Tis his with grateful joy tQ ufe 

Th' indulgence of the fovereign caufe ; 
Secure that health and beauty fprings, 
Thro' this majeftic frame of things, r 
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Beyond what he can reach to know* 
And that heavVs all- fubduing will, 
With good 9 the progeny of ill,- 

Attempers every Hate below. 

How pleafmg wears the wint*ry night, 

Spent with the old illuftrious dead ! 
While, by the taper's trembling light, 

I feem thofe awful courts to tread 
Where chiefs and legiflators lie, 
Whofe triumphs move before my eye 

With every laurel frefh difplay'd ; 
While charm'd I tafte th' Ionian fong, 
Or bend to Plato's god-like tongue 

Refounding thro' the olive fhade. 

But if the gay, well-natur'd friend 

Bids leave the (tudiour page awhile. 
Then eailer joys the foul unbend, 
And teach the brow a fofter fmile ; 

Then while the genial glafs is paid 

By each to her, that faired maid, 
Whofe radiant eyes his hopes obey, 

What lucky vows his bofom warm ! 

While abfence heightens every charm, 
And love invokes returning May. 

May ! thou delight of heav'n and earth, 
When will thy happy morn arife ? 

When the dear place which gave her, birth 
Reftore Lucinda to my eyes ? 



There 
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Thetc while (he walk* the wonted grove, 

The feat of mufic and of love, 
fcright as the one prixnseval fair, 

Thither, ye filver-founding lyres, 

Thither, gay (miles and young defirely 
Chafte hope and mutual faith, repair* 

And if believing love can read 

The wonted foftnefs in her eye, 
Then (hall my fears, O charming maid ! 
And every pain of abfence die 5 

Then oftner to thy name attun'd, 

And riling to diviner found, 
I'll wake the free Horatian fong : 

Old Tyne (hall liften to my tale, 

And echo, down the bordering vale, 
The liquid melody prolong. 

* 

. The POET and his PATRON. 

BY Ma. MOORE. 

WHY, Celia, is your (preading waift 
So loofe, fo negligently lae'd ? 
Why muft the wrapping bed-gown hide 
Your fnowy bofom's fwelling pride I 
How ill that drefs adorns your head, 
Diftain'd, and rumpled, from the bed ! 
Thofe clouds, that (hade your blooming face, 
A little water might difplace, 

As 
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As Nature, eVry morn, beftows 
The cryftal dew, to cleanfe the rofe : 
Thofe trefles, as the raven black, 
That wav'd in ringlets down your back* 
Uncomb'd, and injur'd by negled, 
Deftroy the face which once they deckt; 

Whence this forgetfulnefs of drefs ? 
Pray, madam, are you married? Yes. 
Nay, then, indeed, the wonder ceafes ; 
No matter, then* how lbofe your drefs is i 
The end: is won, your fortune's made ; 
Your fitter, now, may take the trade. 

Alas ! what pity 'tis, to find . 
This fault in half the female kind ! 
From hence proceed averfion, ftrife* j 
And all that fours the wedded life* 
Beauty can only point the dart ; 
'Tis neatnefs guides it to the heart j 
Let neatnefs, then, and beauty flrive 
To keep a wav'ring flame alive. . 

*Tis harder far (you'll find it true) 
To keep the conqueft* than fubdue ; 
Admit us once behind the fcreen, 
What is there ffcrther to be feen ? 
A newer face may raife the flame ; 
But ev'ry woman is the fame. 

Then ftudy, chiefly, to improve 
The charm that fix'd your hulband's love i 
Weigh well his humour. Was it drefs 
That gave your beauty power to blefi i 



Purfae- 
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Purfae it if ill ; be neater feen ; 

*Tis always frugal to be clean ; . 

So (hall you keep alive defire, 

^And Time's fwift^wing mall fan the fire* 

In garret high (as ftories fay) 
A Poet fung his tuneful lay ; 
So foft, fo fmooth his verfe, you'd fwear 
Apollo and the Mufes there ; 
Thro* all the town his praifes rung,' 
His fonnets at the playhoufe fung ; 
High waving o'er his laboring head, 
The goddefs Want her pinions fpread, 
And with poetic fury fir'd 
What Phoebus faintly had infpir'd. 
A noble youth, of tafte and wit, 
Approv'd the fprightly things he writ, 

And fought him in his cobweb dome, 
Difcharg'd his rent, and brought him home. 
Behold him at the ftately board ; 
Who, but the Poet, and my Lord ! 
Each day, delieioufly he dines, , 

And greedy quaffs the gen'rous wines ; 
His fides were plump, his fkin was fleet ; 
And plenty wanton'd on his cheek ; 
Aftonifh'd at the change fo new, 
Away th' inspiring goddefs flew. 

Now, dropt for politics, and news, 
Neglected lay the drooping mufe ; 
Unmindful whence his fortune came, 
He ftifled the poetic flame ; 
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Nor talc, nor fonnet, for my lady, 
Lampoon, nor epigram, was ready. 

With juft contempt his patron faw* 
{Refolv'd his bounty to withdraw) 
And thus, with anger in his look, 
'The late-repenting fool befpoke. 
Blind to the godd that courts thee growii ; ' 
Whence has the fun of favour fhone f 
Delighted with thy tiineful art, 

Efteem was growing in my heart ; 
But idly thon rejecVft the charm 
That gave it birth, and kept it warm* 

Unthinking fools alone defpife 
The arts that taught them firft to rife. 

The WOLF, SHEEP* and LA MB. 

BY THE SAME. 

DUTY demands, the parent's voice 
Should fan&ify the daughter's choice ; 
Jn that, is due obedience fhewn ; 
To choofe, belongs to her alone. 

May horror feize his midnight hour, 
Who builds upon a parent's pow'r, 
And claims, by purchafe vile and bafe, 
The loathing maid for his embrace \ 

Hence 
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Hence virtue fickens, and the breaft, 

Where Peace had built her downy nell, 

Becomes the troubled feat of Care, 

And pines with anguifh an£ jdefpair, 

A Wolf, rapacious, rough, and bold, 

Whofe nightly plunders thinn'd the fold, 

Contemplating his ill-fpent life, -•-,". 

And, cloy'd with thefts, would take a wife. 

His purpofe known, .the .favage race, " * 

61 num'rous crouds, attend the place ; 

For why, a mighty Wolf he was, t f . r * w '* ** 

And held dominion in his jaws, . % 1 . 

Her fav'rite whelp each mother brought, 1 

And, humbly, his alliance fought ; 

But cold by age, or elfe too nice, 

None found acceptance in his eyes. 

It happen'd, as, at early dawn., 

He folitary crofs'd the lawn, 

$tray\i from the fold, a /portive lamb 

Skipp'd wanton, by h$r fleecy dam ; ' T^ *" 

When Cupid, foe to man and beaft, 

Pifcharg'd an arrow at his breaft. 

The tim'rous breed the robber knew. 
And, trembling, o'er jhe meadow flew; 
Their nimbleft fpeed the Wolf o'ertook, 
And, courteous, thus the dam befpoke. 

Stay, faireit, and fufpend your fear ; 
Truft me, no enemy .is near : 
Thefe jaws, in flaughter oft imbru'd, 
At length, have known enough of blood'; 

N Ani 
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And kinder bufinefs brings me now, 
VanquifiVd, at beauty's foot to bow. 
You have a daughter— ——Sweet, forgive 
A WolPs addrefs— — In her I live ; 
Love from her eyes like lightning came, 
And fet my marrow all on flame ; 
Let your consent confirm my choice, 
And ratify our nuptial joys. 

Me ample wealth and pow'r attend, 
Wide o'er the plains my realms extend £ 
What midnight robber dare invade 
The fold, if I the guard an* made ? 
At home the fhepherd's curunay ilecp, 
While I fecure his matter's fheep. 
Difcourfe like this attention claim'd ; 
Grandeur the mother's breaft inflam'd ; 
Now, fearlefs by his fide fhe walk'd, 
Of fettlements and jointures talk'd ; 
Proposed, and doubled her demands 
Of flow'ry fields, and turnep-lands, 
The wolf agrees. Her bofom fwells ; 
To mifs her happy fate fhe tells ; 
And, of the grand alliance vain, 
Contemns her kindred of the plain. 

The loathing lamb with horror hears, 
And wearies out her dam with prayers; 
But all in vain ; mamma beft knew 
What unexperienced girls fhould do : 

So, to the neighbouring meadow carryM, 
A formal afs the couple marry'd* 



Ten 
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Torn from the tyrant Mother's fide; 
The trembler goes, a vi&im-bride, 
Relu&ant meets the rude embrace, 
•And bleats among the howling race* 
With horror oft her eyes behold 
Her murder'd kindred of the fold 5 
Each day a filler lamb is ferv'd, 

And at the glutton's table carv'd ; 

... 

The crafhfcig bones he grinds for food, 

And flakes his third with ftreaming blood, 
Love, who the cruel mind detefts, 

And lodges but in gentle breafts, 

Was now no more. Enjoyment pall, 

The favage hunger' d for the feaft ; 

But (as we find in human race, 

A mafk conceals the villain's face) 

JuiHce muft authorize the treat ; 

Till then he long'd, but durit not eat. 
As forth he walk'd, in <j»eft of pxcy 3 

The hunters met him on the way ; 

Fear wings his flight; the marih he fought 3 

The fnuffing dogs are fet at fault. 

His ftomach balk'd, now hunger knaws ; 

Howling, he grinds his empty jaws $ 

Food muft be ha d and Iamb is nigh 3 

His maw invokes the fraudful lye. 

Is this {diflembling rage) he cry'4, 

The gentle virtue of a bride ? 

That, leagu'd with man's destroying race, 

She fets her hulfcand for the chace ? 
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By treachery prompts the noify hound 
To fcent his footfteps on the ground ? 
Thou trait'refs vile ! for this thy blood 
Shall glut my rage, and dye the wood ! ] 

So faying, on the lamb he flies ; 
Beneath his jaws the vi&im dies. 

« • 

The TEARS of SCOTLAND. 

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR MDCCXLVI. 

I. 

MOURN, haplefs Caledonia, mourn 
Thy banifh'd peace, thy laurels torn ! 
Thy fons, for valour long renown'd, 
Lie flaughter'd on their native ground; 
Thy hofpitable roofs no more 
Invite the ftranger to the door ; 
In (moaky ruins funk they lie, 
The monuments of cruelty. 

II. 
The wretched owner lees, afar, 
His all become the prey of war; 
Bethinks him of his babes and wife, 
Then fmites his breaft, and curfes life. 
Thy fwains are famifh'd on the rocks, 
Where once they fed their wanton flocks : 
Thy ravifh'd virgins jhriek in vain ; 
Tfhy infants perifh on the plain. 

HI. The 
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What boots it, then, in ev'ry clime, 
Thro* the wide-fpreading wafte of time, 
Thy martial glory, crown'd with praifc, 
Still fhone with undiminifh'd blaze ; 
Thy tow'ring fpirit now is broke, 
Thy neck is bended to the yoke : 
What foreign arms could never quell. 
By civil rage, and rancour fell. 

IV. 

The rural pipe and merry lay 
No more (hall cheat the happy day : 
No fbcial fcenes of gay delight 
Beguile the dreary winter night : 
No ftrains, but thofe of fprrow, flow, 
And nought be heard but founds of woe, 
While the pale phantoms of the flain 
Glide nightly o'er the filent plain. 

V. 

Oh baneful caufe, oh fatal morn, 
Accurs'd to ages yet unborn ! 
The fons againft their fathers Hood ; 
The parent died his children's blood. 
Yet, when the rage of battle ceas'd, 
The vi&or's foul was not appeas'd : 
The naked and forlorn muffc feel 
Devouring flames, and murd'ring fteel ! 

N 3 VI. Tht 
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VI. 

The piotfs mother doomed to death, 
Forfaken, wander* o'er the heath, 
The bleak wind whittles round her head* 
Her helplefs orphans cry lor bread. 
Bereft of ihelter, foody anil friend, 
She views the (hades of night defcend, 
And, ftretch'd beneath th f inelement fides, 
Weeps cfer her tender babes, and dies* 

vn. 

Whilft the warm blood bedews my veins, 
And unimpaired remembrance reigns ; 
ReJentment of my country's fate 
Within my filial breaft fhall beat ; 
And, fpite of her infulting fbe,1 
My fympathizing verfe ihall flow, 
" Mourn, haplefs Caledonia, mourn 
u Thy banifh'd peace, thy laurels torn !* 
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CiESAR's DREAM, 

BEFORE HIS INVASION OF BRITAIN. , 
BY Mi. UNGHORNE, 

WHEN rough Helvetia's hardy fons obey, 
And vanquifhM Belgia bows to Caeiar's (way; 
When, fcarce-beheld, embattled nations fall, 
The fierce Sicambrian, and the faithlefs Ganl ; 
Tir'd Freedom leads her favage Tons no more. 
But flies, fubdu'd, to Albion's utmoft fhore. 

'Twas then, while ftillnefs grafp'd the deeping air, 
And dewy {lumbers feal'd the eye of care ; 
Divine Ambition to her votary came : 
Her left hand waving, bore the trump of feme % 
Her right a regal fcepter feem'd to hold. 
With gems far-blazing from the burniuYd gold. 
And thus, " My Son," the Queen of Glory faid; 
" Immortal Caefar, raife thy languid head. 
" Shall Night's dull chains the man of counfels bind ? 
* 4 Or Morpheus rule the monarch of mankind? 
" See worlds unvanquifh'd yet await thy fword ! 
" Barbaric lands, that fcorn a Latian lord ! 
" See yon proud ifle, whofe mountains meet the iky, 
" Thy foes encourage, and thy power defy ! 

N4 !_'What, 
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i€ By feas encircled, and with rocks immur'd, 

*' Shall Caefar fhrink the greateft toils to brave, 

" Scale*the high. rock,r or beat the maddening, wave ?" 

She fpokei-^-her wdrds the warrior's breaft inflame 
With rage indignant, and with confciojus fhame j 
Already beat, the fwelling floods give way* 
And the fell genii of the rocks obey. 
Already, fhou.s of triumph rend the fkies, 
And 'the thin rear of barbarous nations flies, \ 

r 

Quick round their chief his active legions ftand, 
Dwell on his eye, and wait the waving hand. 
The Hero rofe, majeftically flow, 
And look'd attention to the crowds below- 

* Romans and Friends ! is there who feeks for reft, 

* By labours vanquifh'd, and with wounds oppreft ; 
' That refpite Caefar fliall with pleafure yield, 

* Due to the toik of many a well-fought field. 

* Is there who fhrinks at thought of dangers paft, 

* The ragged mountain, or the pathlefs wafte— 

* While favage hofts, or fevage floods oppofe, 

* Or fhivering fancy pines in Alpine, fnows ? 

* Let him retire to Latium's peaceful more ; 

* He once has toil'd, and Caefar afks no more. 
< Is there a Roman, whofe unfhaken breafl 

« No pains have conquer'd, and no fears depreft ? , 

• Who, 
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* Who, doom'd thro* deaths dread minifters to go, 

* Dares to chaftife the infults of a foe ; 

' Let him, his country's glory and her Hay, 

* With reverence hear her, and with pride obey. 
' A form divine, in heavenly fplendor bright, 

' Whofe look threw radiance round the pall of night, 

' With calm le verity appro.tch'd and faid, 

t€ Wake thy, dull ear, and lift thy languid head. 

*« What ! mall a Roman fink in foft repofe, 

" And tamely fee the Britons aid his foes i 

«« See them fecure the rebel Gaul fupply ; 

Spurn his vain eagles, and his power defy ? 

Go ! burft their barriers, obftinately brave ? 

Scale the wild rock, and beat the maddening wave, 1 

Here paus'd the chief, but waited no reply, 
The voice affenting fpoke from every eye ; 
Nor, as the kindnefs that reproach'd with fear, * 
Were dangers dreadful, or were toils fevere. 
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Th« EAGLE and ROBIN RED-BREAST. 

A FABLE*. 
BY M*. ARCHIBALD SCOTT. 

THE prince of all the feather'd kind. 
That with fpread wings outflies the wind, 
And tow'ro far out of human light 
To view the fhining orb of light : 
This Royal Bird, tho' brave and great, 
And armed ftrong for ftern debate, 
No tyrant is, but condefcends 
Oft-times to treat inferior friends. 

One day at his command did flock 
To his high palace on a rock, 
The courtiers of ilk various fize 
That fwiftly fwim in chryftal ikies ; 
Thither the valiant tarfels doup, 
And here rapacious corbies croup, 

• Written before the year itfoo. 

4 With 
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With greedy gleads, and fly gormahs, 
And dimibn pyes, and chattering dawes } 
Proud peacocks, and a hundred mae, 
Brufh'd up their pens that folemn day, 
Bow'd firft fubmiffive to my lord, 
Then took their places at his board. 

Mean time while feafting on a fawn, 
-And drinking blood from lamies drawn, 
A tuneful robin trig and young, 
Hard-by upon a burr-tree fung. 
He fang the eagle's royal line, 
His piercing eye, and right divine 
To fway out-owre the feather'd thrang, 

Who dread his martial bill and fang : 
His flight fublime, and eil renewed, 
His mind with clemency endu'd ; 
In fofter notes he fang his love, 
More high, his bearing bolts for Jove. 

The monarch bird with blithnefs heard 
The-chanting little filvan bard* • 
Call'd up a buzzard, who was then 
His favourite and chamberlain. 
Swith to my treafury, quoth he, 
And to yon canty Robin gie 
As muckle of our current gear 
As may maintain him thro 9 the year ; 
We can well fpar't, and it's his due : 
He bade, and forth the Judas flew, 
Strait to the branch where Robin hngp 
<**<*: with a wicked lying tongue* 
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Said, ah ! ye fing fo dull and rough, 
Ye've deaPd our lugs more than enough. 
His Majefty has a nice ear, 
And no more of your fluff can bear ; 
Poke up your pipes, be no more feen 
At court, I warn you as a frien. 

He Q>ake, while Robin's fwelling breaft 
And drooping wings his grief cxpreft ; 
The tears ran hopping down his cheek, 
Great grew his heart, he could not fpeak i 
No for the tinfel of reward, 
But that his notes met no regard : 
Strait to the fhaw he fpread his wing, 
Refolv'd again no more to fing, ' . 
Where princely bounty is fuppreft . 
By fuch with whom They are oppreil ; 
Who cannot bear (becaufe they want it) 
That ought mould be to merit granted. 

The N U N. 

AN ELEGY. 

WITH each perfe&ion dawning on her mind, 
All beauty's treafure opening on her cheek, 
Each flatt'ring hope fubdu'd, each wifh refign'd, 
Does gay Ophelia this lone manfion feek. 

Say, 
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Say, gentle maid, what prompts thee to forfake 

• The paths thy birth and fortune firew with flow'rs ? 
Through nature's kind endearing ties to break, 

And wafte in cloyfter'd walls thy penfive hours ? 

Let fober thought reftrain thine erring zeal, 
That guides thy footfteps to the veftal gate, 

Left thy foft heart (this friendfhip bids reveal) 
Like mine unbleft fhou'd mourn like mine too late. 

Does fome angelic lonely-whifp'ring voice, 

• Some facred impulie, or fome dream divine, 
Approve the dictates of thy early choice ? 

Approach with confidence the awful fhrine. 

There kneeling at yon altar's marble bafe 

(While ftreams of rapture from thine eye-lid ileal, 

And fmiling heav'n illumes thy foul with grace) 
Pronounce the vow, thou never can'ft repeal. 

Yet if milled by falfe-entitled friends, 

Who fay — " That peace with all her comely train, 
" From ftarry regions to this clime defcends, 

" Smooths ev'ry frown, and foftens ev'ry pain : 

" That veftals tread contentment's flow'ry lawn, 
" Apprpv'd of innocence, by health careft : 

€€ That rob'd in colours bright, by fancy drawn, 
" Celeftial hope fits fmiling at their bread ;" 



Sufpea 
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Sufpeft their fyren fong and artful ftyle, ' 

Their plcaiing founds fome treatch'rous thought conceal! 

Full oft does pride with fainted voice beguile. 
And fordid int'reft wear the raaflc of zeal. 

A tyrant abbefs here perchance may reign, 
Who, fond of pow'r, affe&s the imperial nod, 

Looks down difdainful on her female train, 
And rules the cloyfter with an irori rod. 

Reflection fickens at the life-long tie, 

Back-glancing mem'ry acts her bufy part, 

Its charms the world unfolds to fancy's eye, 
And {beds allurement on the wifhful heart. 

IiO ! Difcord enters at the facred porch, 

Rage in her frown, and terror on her creft : 

Ev'n at the hallow'd lamps me lights her torch, 
And holds it flaming to each virgin breaffc. 

But fince the legends of monaftic blifs 

By fraud are fabled, and by youth believ'd, 

XFnbought experience learn from my diftrefi, 
O ! mark my lot, and be ho more deceiv'd. 

Three loftres fcarce with hafty wing were fled, 
When I was torn from ev'ry weeping friend, 

A thoughtlefs victim to the temple led, 
And (bluih, ye parents!) by a father's hand. 



Yet 
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Yet then what folemn fcenes deceiv'd my choice! 

The pealing organ's animating found, 
The choral virgins' captivating voice, 

The blazing altar, and the priefts around? 

The train of youths array'd in purefi white, 
Who fcatter'd myrtles as I pafs'd along : 

The thoufand lamps that pour'd a flood of light. 
The kifs of peace from all the veflal throng : 

The golden cenfers tofs'd with graceful hand, 
Whofe fragrant breath Arabian odor ihed : 

Of meek-ey'd novices the circling band, 

With blooming chaplets wove around their head* 

—My willing foul was caught in rapture's flame*. 

While facred ardor glow'd in ev*ry vein : 
Methought applauding angels fung my name, 

And heaven's unfullied glories gilt the fane. 

This temporary tranfport foon expir'd, 

My drooping heart confefs'd a dreadful void : 

E'er fince, alas ! abandon'd, uninfpir'd, 
I tread this dome to mifery allied, 

« 

No wakening joy informs my fullen brcaft, 
Thro' opening ikies no radiant feraph /miles, 

No faint defcends to foothe my foul to reft, 
No dream of blifs the dreary night beguiles. 



Here 
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Here haggard difcoijtent ftill haunts my view ; 

The (ombre genius reigns in ev'ry place, 
Arrays each virtue in the darkefthue, 

Chills ev'ry. prayer, and cancels ev'ry grace, 

I met her ever in the chearlefs cell, 

The gloomy grotto and unfocial wood ; 

I hear her ever in the midnight bell, 

The hollow gale, and hoarfe refounding flood. 

This caus'd a mother's tender tears to flow', 
(The fad remembrance time fhall ne'er erafe) 

When having feaPd th' irrevocable vow, 
I haflen'd to receive her laft embrace. 

Full-well fhe then prefag'd my wretched fate, 
Th' unhappy moments of each future day : 

When lock'd within this terror-fhedding grate, 
My joy-deferted foul would pine away. 

Yet ne'er did her maternal voice unfold 
This cloyfter'd fcene in all its horror dreft ; 

Nor did fhe then my trembling fteps with-hold 
When here I enter'd reluctant gueft. 

Ah ! could (he view her only child betray'd, 
And let fubmiflion o'er her love prevail? 

Th' unfeeling prieft why did (he not upbraid ? 
forbid the vow, and rend the hov'ring veil ? 



Alas! 
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Alas ! flic might hot — her relentlefi lord 
Had feal'd her lips, and chid her dreaming tear; 

So anguiih in her t>f£aft concealed its hoard* 
And all tne mother rank in dumb defpair* 

feut thou, who own'ft d father's facred name* 
What aft irtipeU'd thee to this ruthlefs deed t 

What crime had forfeited my filial elaim ? 
And giv'n (O blafting thought !) thy heart to bleed ? 

If then thine injurM child deferve thy care, 
. O hafte and bear her from this lonefome gloom 

In vain— no words can foothe his rigid ear ; 
And Gallia's laws have rivetted my doom. 

Ve cloifter'd fair—* ye cenfure*breathing faints, 
Supprefs youf taunts, and learn at length to {pare, 

Tho' mid thefe holy walls I vent my plaints, 
And give to forrow what is due to pray'r. 

I fled not to this mannWs deep recefs 

To veil the bluflies of a guilty fhame> 
The tenor of an ill-fpent life redrefs, 

And ihatch from infamy a finking nam* • 

4«ft let me to my fate fubmiffive bow ; 

From fataj fyinptonu, if I right conceive, 
This ftream, Ophelia, has not long to flow, 

This veice to munpur, and this breaft to heave* 

9 Ah! 
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Ah ! when extended on th* untimely bier 
To yonder vault this form fhall be conveyed, 

Thou'lt not refufe to fhed one grateful tear, 
And breathe the requiem to my fleeting made. 

With pious footftep join the (able train, . 

As thro* the lengthening ifle they take'thei* way ; 
A glimmering" taper let thy hand fuftatn, 

Thy foothing voice attune the funeral lay : 

Behold the minifler who lately gave 

The facred veil, in garb of mournful hue, 

(More friendly office) bending o'er my grave, 
And fprinkling my remains with hallow'd dew - 

As o'er the corfe he ftrews the rattling duft, 
,The flerneft heart will raife compaffion's figh : 

Ev'n then, no longer to his chiid unjuft, 
The tears may trickle from a father's eye. 



The ROOKERY. 

Q THOU who dwelfft ufcon the bought 
Whofe tree does wave its verdanl brow* * * 
And fpreading fhades the diftant brook,. - 
Accept thefe lines, dear Mcr rook ; 

* Aud 
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And when thou'ft read my mournful lay, 
Extend thy wing and fly away, - 
Left pinion-maim'd by fiery foot, 
Thou fhould'ft like me bewail thy lot ; . 
Left in thy rookery be renew'd 
The tragic fcene which here I view'd. v 

The day declin'd, the evening breeze . ! 
Gently rock'd the filent trees, 
While fpreading o'er my peopled neft, ' 
I hufh'd my callow young to reft : 
When fuddenly an hoftile found, 
Exploiion dire ! was heard around : 
And level'd by the hand of fate, * 

The angry bullets pierc'd my mate-; 
I faw him fall from fpray to fpray, 
Till on the diftant ground he lay : 
With tortur'd wing he beat the plain, 
And never caw'd to me again. 
Many a neighbour, many a friend, 
Deform'd with wounds, invok'd their end : 
All fcreaming omen'd notes of woe, 
'Gainft man our unrelenting foe : 
Thefe eyes beheld my pretty brood, 
Fluttering in their guiltlefs blood : N 

While trembling on the ihatter'd tree* 
At length the gun invaded me ; 
But wayward fate, Severely. kind, 
Refus'd the death I wifli'd to find : 
O ! farewel pleafure ; peace, fafewel, 
And with the gory raven dwell. 

Oa Wat 
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Was it for this I ihun'd retreat, 
And fix'd near man my fecial feat ! 
For this deftroy'd the infeft train 
That eat unfeen the infant grain ! 
For this, with many an honeft note 
Iffuing from my artlefs throat, 
I chear'd my lady, lift*ning near, 
Working in her elbow chair ! 



A RECEIPT how to make L'EAU DE VIE. 

BY THE LATE Mk. CHARLES KING. 
WRITTEN AT THE DESIRE OF A LADY. 

GROWN old, and grown ftupid, you juft think me fit 
To tranferibe from my grandmother's book a receipt; 
And a comfort it is to a wight in diftrefs, 
He's of fome little ufe — but he can't be of lefs. 
Were greater his talents — you might ever command 
His head, — (" that's worth no1lght ,, }— then, his heart 

and his hand. 
So your mandate obeying he fends you, d'ye fee,. 
The genuine receipt to make L'eau de la vie. 

Take 



Take feven large lemons, and pare them as thiq. 
As a wafer, or, what is yet thinner, your (kin ; ~T\ 

A quart of French brandy, or- rum is ftill tetter ; 
•■{Vor you ne'er in receipts mould ftick clofe to the letter :) 
Six ounces of fugar next take, and pray mind, 
The fugar muft be the beft double-renVd ; 
Boil the fugar in near half a pint of faring water, 
In the neat filler fauce-pan you bought for your daughter; 
But be /tire that the fyrup you carefully fltim, 
While the fcum, as 'tis call'd, rifes up to the brim ; 
The fourth part of a pint you next muft allow 
Of new milk, made as warm as it comes from the cow* 
Put the rinds of the lemons,' the milk, and the fyrup, 
With the rum in a jar, and give 'em a ftir up ; 
And, if you approve it, yos may add fame per ft me; 
Goar-ftone, or whatever you like in its room. 

Let it ftandthus three days, — but remember to fhake it; 
And the clofer you flop it, the richer you make it : 
Then filter'd thro 5 paper, 'twill iparkle and rife," 
Be as foft as your lips, and as bright as your eyes, 
JLaft, bottle it up ; and believe me the vicar 

Of E himfelf ne'er drtfnk better liquor : 

£n a word, it excels, by a million of odds, 
The ne&ar your filler prefents to the Gods* 
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D AY: A P A S T R A L. 

'«— Carpe diem. Hor. 

BY 'Mi, CUNNINGHAM. 

M Q R N Is N G, 
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IN the barn the tenant cock, 
Clofe to partlet perch'd on high, 
Bfifldy crows (the fhcpherd's clock!) 
Jocund that the morning's nigh. . 

Swiftly from the mountain's brow, 
•Shadows., niirVd.byimght r ^ir*: 

*And the peeping fun-beam,, now;, , 
Paints with gold the village fpire. 

in. 

Philomel forfakes tke thorn, 

Plaintive where fhe prates at 'night; 

And the lark, Jo meet the morn> 
Soars beyond the fhepherd's fight. 

IV. 
From the low-rooPd cottage ridge, 

See the chatt'ring fwallow fpring ; 
Darting through the one-arch'd bridge, 

Quick fhe dips her dappkd wing. 
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V. Now 
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Now the pine-tree's Waving topO V ^ 

Gently greets the morning gale : 

Kidlings, now, begin to cr,pp 
Dailies on the dewy dale. 

*",. .... n. , 

VI. -» 
From the balmy fweets* : trndoyM, * : 

(Reftlefs till her talk be done) 
Now the bufy bee's employ's - " ; 

Sipping dew before the fun. 

VII. 

« r - «■ •• 

Trickling through the crevic'H rock, 
Where the limpid ftream dtftils, - - l '- : 

Sweet refrefhment waits the flock 
When 'tis fun-drove from the hills. 

VUL 

Colin's for the promis'd corn 
(Ere the harveft hopes are ripe) 

Anxious ; — whiyt the huntfmah's horn, 
Boldly founding, drown his pipe, 

IX. 
Sweet, — O fweet, warbling throng, 

On the white embloffom'd -fpray, 
Nature's univerfal fong 

Echoes to the rill ng t day. •• . . 






O4 NOON, 



I ti6 ] 



N O OR 



X. 

FERVID on the ^litt'ring flood, 
NoW the noontide radiance glows ; 
Drooping o'er its infant bud, 
Not a dew-drop's left the rofe. 

XL 

J$y the brook the fhephcrd dines r 
From the fierce meridian heat 

Shelter'd by )the branching pinesj 
Pendant o'er his grafly feat. 

XIL 

Now the flock forfakes the glade, 
Where unchecjt'd the fun-beams fall ; 

Sure to find a pleafing fhade • 
By the ivy'd abbey wall. 

XIII. 

Echo in her airy round, 

O'er the river, rock, and hillj 

Cannot catch a angle found, 
Save the clack of yonder mill. 



XIV. Cattle 



. t 21 ? ) 

XIV. 

.Cattle court the zephyrs bland, 
Where the Areamlet, wanders coel ; 

Pr with languid iilence (land 
Midway in the marfhy pool, 

xv f 

put from mountain, dell, or ftream* 
Not a flutt'ring zephyr fpringi ; 

Fearful left the noon- tide beam 
Scorch its foft, its filken wings. 

XVI. 

Not a leaf has leave to ftir. 

Nature's lull'd— ferene — and ftitt |- 
Quiet e'en the ihepherd's cur, 

Sleeping on the heath-clad hill. 

xvn. 

languid is the landfcape round. 
Till the frefh defending fhower, 

prateful to the thirfty ground, 
Raifes ev'ry fainting flower* 

* XVIII. 

J^o.w the hill—the hedge—is green, 
Now the warbler's throats in tune 5 

Blithfome is the verdant (bene, 
BrightenM by the btfpu of Noon, 
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A PASTORAL. 

B y T.H E S A M E. 

I. ; 

O'E R moorlands and mountains, rude, barren, 
and bare, 
As wilder'd and weary'd I ream, 
A gentle young fhepherdfis feds my defpair, 
And leads me — o'er lawns— to her home. 

Yellow flieafs from rich Ceres hercottage hatf crowji'd,./ 

Green rufkes were flrew'd on her, floor, 
Her cafement fweet woodbines crept wantonly round, 

And deck'd the fod feats at Her door, 

..■..-. - - •♦ 

II; 

We fat ourfelves down to a cooling repaft : > ■ • 
Frefh fruits ; and ftc cull'd me theijeft : • ' 

While thrown from my guard by fome glances ihe caffc, 
Love (lily ftole into my breafl. 



I told my foft wifties ; ijie fweetly reply'd - 
Ye virgins, her vo\ee .v^»srdivine.l) . . ;. 

I've rich ones rejected, and great ones deny'd,- 
But take me, fond fhepherd— I'm thine. 



DI. Her 
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* III. 

Her air was To modeft, her afpeft fo meek ; 

So iimple, yet fweet, were her charms ; 
I kifs'd the ripe rofes that glow'd on her check, 

And lock'd the lov'd maid in my arms. 

Now jocund together we tend a few ftieep, 
And if, by yon prattler, the ftream, 

Reclin'd on her bofoxn, I fink into deep, 
PJer image ftill foftens my dream. 

IV. 

Together we range o'er the flow riiing hills* 

Delighted with paftoral views, 
Or reft on the rock whence the flreamlet diflik, 

And point out new themes for my raufe. 

To pomp or proud titles me ne'er did afpire, 

The damfel's of humble defcent ; 
The cottager, Peace, is well known for her fire* 

Jind Khepherds have nam'd her Content. 
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C O R Y D O N : 

A PASTORAL.' 
To the Memory of William Shen sto n e, Efqs 

BY THE SAME. 

I. 

COME, fhepherds, we'll follow the hearfe, 
We'll fee our lov'd Corydon laid, 
Tho' forrow may blemifti the verfe, 

Yet let a fad tribute be paid. 

They call'd him the pride of the plain ; 

In footh he was gentle and' kind ! 
He mark'd on his elegant drain 

The graces that glow'd in his mind. 

On purpofe he planted yon trees, 

That birds in the covert might dwell; 
He cultur'd his thyme for the bees, 

But never wou'd rifle their .cell. 

Ye lambkins that play'd at his feet, 

Go bleat— and your matter bemoan ; 
His mufic was artlefs and fweet, 

His manners as mild as your own. 

m. No 
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No verdure fhall cover the vale, 
No bloom on the blofTpms appear ; 

The fweets of the foreft fhall fail, 
And winter difcolour the year. 

No birds in our hedges fhall fing, 
(Our hedges fo vocal before) 

Since he that fhould welcome the fpring, 
Can greet the gay feafon no more. 

IV. 

His Phillis was fond of his praife. 
And poets came round in a throng; 

They liften'd, they envy'd his lays, 

But which of them equal'd his fong ? 

Ye fhepherds, henceforward be mute,. 

For loll is the pafloral flrain; 
So give me my Cory don's flute, 

And thus let me break it in twain. 



M E L O D Y. 

BY T H E . S A M. E. 

I. 

LIGHTSOME, as convey 'd by fparrows, 1 
Love and beauty crofs'd the plains, 
Flights *of Uttle pointed arrows 
C$ve*diJpatch'd among the fwains, 



Sot 
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But fomuch our fhepherds dread him* 
(Spoiler of their peace profound) 

Swift as fcudding fawns they fled him 
Frighten'd, tho' they felt no woun<L 

IL 

Now the wanton God grown flier, 
And for each fond mifchief ripe, 

Comes difguisM in Pan's attire. 
Tuning fweet an oaten pipe. 

Echo, by the winding river* 

Doubles his deluding drains ; 
Wnile the boy conceals his quiver 

From the flow returning fwains, 

Hf. 
As Palemon, unfufpe&ing, 

Prais'd the fly muficiah's art j 
Love, his light difguife rejeding, 

Lodg'd an ar now in his heart. 

Cupid will enforce your duty, 

Shepherds, and would have you taught* 
Thofe that timid fly from beauty 

May by Mb l* d y be caught. 



?M 
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The HOUSE of SUPERSTITION. 

A VISION. 
feY M *, DENTON. 

V 

I. 

WHEN fleep's all-foothing hand with fetters foft 
Ties down each fenfe, and lulls to balmy reH, 
The internal pow'r, creative fancy, oft 

Broods o'er her treafures in the formful breath 

Thus when no longer daily cares engage. 
The bnfy mind purfues the darling theme ; 
Hence angels whifper'd to the flumb'ring fage, 

And gods of old infpir'd the hero's dream; 
Hence as I flept, thefe images arofe 
To fancy's eye, and join'd this fairy fcenecompofe. 

II. 
As , when fair morning tries her pearly tears, 

The mountain lifts o'er mifts its lofty headj 
Thus new to fight a Gothic dome appears 

With .the grey ruft of rolling years o'erfpread. 
Here Superftition holds her dreary reign, 

And her lip-labour'd orifons fhe plies 
In tongue unknown, when morn bedews the plain, 

Or ev'ning flrirts with gold' the weftern ikies j 

P T« 
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To the dumb ftock Die bends, or fcuptw'd wait, 

And many a crofs ihe makes,, and many a bead lets falls* 

III, 

Near to the dome a magic pair refide, 

Prompt to deceive, and pra&is'd to confound ; 
Here hoodwinkt Ignorance is feeh to bide, 

Stretching in darkfome cave along the ground. 
No object e'er awakes his ilupid eyes, 

Nor voice articulate arrefts his ears, 
Save when beneath the moon pale fpeftres rife* 

And haunt his foul with viiionary fears; 
Or when hoarfe winds incavern'd murmur rounds 
And babbling echo wake*, and iterates the found. 

IV. 

Where boughs entwining form an artful ihade, 

And in faint glimm'rkigs juft admit the lights 
There Error fits in borrow'd white axray'd, 

And in Truth's form deceives the tranfient fight- 
A thoufand glories wait her op'ning day,, 

Here beaming luftre when fair Truth imparts;. 
Thus Error would pour forth a fpurious ray, 

And cheat th' unpractis'd mind with- mimic aft*;, 
She cleaves with magk wand the liquid ikies, 
Bids airy forms appear,- and fcenes faritadlic rife. 

V. " 

A porter -deaf, decrepid, old, and blind 
Sits at the gate, and lifts a lib'ral bowl 

With 
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With wine of wond'rous pow'r to lull the mini, 

And check each vig'rous effort of the foul : 
Whoe'er unwares fliall ply his thirfty lip, 

And drink in gulps the lufeious liquor down, 
Shall haplefs from the cup delufion fip, 

And objects fee in features not their own ; 
Each way-worn traveller that hither came, 
He lav'd with copious draughts, and Prejudice his name, 

VI, 

Within a various race are feen to wonne, 

Props of her age, and pillars of her Hate, 
Which erfl were nurtur'd by the wither'd crone, 

And born to Tyranny, her grilly mate : 
The firft appear'd in pomp of purple pride, 

With triple crown eVe&j and throned high ; 
Two golden keys hang dangling by his fide 

To lock or ope the portals of the iky; 
Crouching and proftrate there (ah! fight unmeet!) ' 
The crowned head would bow, and lick his dufty feet* 

VII. 

With bended arm he on a book reclin'd 

Fail lock'd with iron clafps from vulgar eyes ; 
Heav'n's gracious gift to light the wand'ring mind, 

To lift fall'n man, and guide him to the ikies ! 
A man no more, a god he would be thought, 

And 'mazed mortals blindly muft obey, 
With flight of hand he lying wonders wrought. 

And near him loath fpine heaps ©f reliques lay*; 

P % Strang* 
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Strange legends would he read, and figments dire 
Of Limbus' prifon'd (hades, and purgatory fire. 

VIU. 

There meagre Penance fat, in fackcloth "clad, 
And to his breaft clofe hugg'd the viper, fin, 

Yet oft with brandifh'd whip would gaul, as mad, 

' With voluntary ftripes his Airivel'd flrin. 

Counting large heaps of o'er abounding good 
Of faints that dy'd within the church's pale, 

With gentler afpett there indulgence ftood, 
And to the needy culprit would retail ; 

There too, ftrange merchandize ! he pardons fold, 

And treafon would abfolve, an,d murder purge with gold, 

IX. • 

With fhaven crown in a fequefter'd cell 

A lazy lubbard there was feen to lay ; 
No work had he, fave fome few beads to tell, 
< A.nd indolently fnore the hours aw.ay. 
The namelefs joys that blefs the nuptial bed, 

The myftic rites of Hymen's hallow'd tye 
Impure he deems, and from them ftarts with dread, 

As crimes of fouleft ftain the deepeft dye : 
No focial hopes hath he, no focial fears', « 

But fpends in lethargy devout the lingering year*. 

X. 

Gnafhing his teeth in mood of furious ire 
Fierce iPerfecution* fat, and with ftrcng breath 

■'*'":-r Wakes 
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Wakes into living flame large heaps of fire, 
And feafta on murders, mafTacres, and death. 

Near him was plac'd ProcrUftes' iron bed 
To ftretch or mangle to a certain fize ; 

To fee their writhing pains each heart muft bleed,; 
To hear their doleful fhriqk* and piercing crief ; ; 

Yet he be lolds them with unmoiftened eye. 

Their writhing pains his fpprt, their moans his.utelodj. 

XI. 
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A gradual light dijFufing o'er, the gloom, 

And flow approaching with majeflic pace, r 
A lovely maid appears in beauty's bloom, • 

With native charms and unaffected gj.acc.»s 
Her hand a clear reflc&ing mirrour (hows, 

In which all objetts their true features wear, , 
And on her cheek a blufh indignant glows . 

To fee the horrid fore'ries pra&ia'd there ; 
She foatch'd the volume from the tyrant's rage, ; 
Unlock'd its iron clafps, and op'd the heav'nly page', 

* 

XII. 
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My name is Truth, and you, each holy feer, 
That all my fteps with ardent gaze purfue, 
Unveil, me faid, the facred myft'ries here, 
" Give the celcftial boon to publick view, 
Tho' blatant Obloquy with lep'rous mouth 
" Shall blot your fame, and blaft the generous deed, 
Yet in revolving years fbme lib'ral youth 
" Shall crown your virtuous a& with glory's meed, 

P 3 " Your 
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" Year names adofn'd in * Gilpin's pfeliih'd page, 
." With each hiitoric grace, (hall fliine thro* ev'iy age, 

«* With furious hate tho* fierte relentlefs poW'r 

'• Exert of torment all her horrid fkill ; 
" Tho* your lives meet tod ftbh the fttel hoar, ' 

.* f Scotching in iames, or writhing on :the wheel; 
*' Yet when the f dragon in the deep abyfs 

" Shall lie. fail bound in adamantine chain, 
4t Ye with the Lamb mail rife to cefafelefs blifs, 

" Firft-fruits of death, and partners of his reign; 
" Then ihall repay the momentary tear, 

«• The great fabbatic reft, th'e millenary year." 

r . ... 

• The ReVerend Mr. ^William ' Gilpin, author of the lives of 
Bernard Gilpin, an* Biftdp Latimer 1 , and of the fives of Wicliff, and 
the principal of ha followers*, i 

f See ReveL chap* xx. and the learned .and ingenious Bi&op of 
Briftol't comment uponife in the 3d vol, t)fhi$ diflertation on the 
prophecies; 
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The TRIUMPH of ISIS. 

BY D*. THOMAS WART ON. 

$>uidmibi ne/ciefuam^ proprio cum Tyhride Romam* 
Semper in ore geris ? refirunt Ji <vera parentis, 
Hanc urbem in/ano nullus qui marte peti<vit 
Latatus <vioIaffe reditu Nee numina fydem 
Deftituunt, Claudian* 

ON doling flow'rs when genial gales diffufe 
The fragrant tribute of refrefhing dews; 
When chaunts the milk-maid at her balmy pap, 
And weary reapers whittle o'er the vale ; 
Charm'd by the murmurs of the quivering made, 
O'er Ifis' Villow-fringed banks I ftray'd : 
And calmly mufing thro* the twilight way, 

In penfive mood I fram'd the Doric lay. 

When lo ! from pp'ning clouds, a golden gleam 
Pour'd fudden fplendors o'er the (hadowy ftream; 
And from the wave arofe its guardian queen, 
Known by her fweeping ftole of gloiTy green ; 
While in the coral crown that bound her brow 
Was wove the Delphic laurel's verdant bough. 

*4 As 



As the finooth furface of the dimply flood 
The filver-fiipper'd Ifis lightly trod, 

Vrom her loofe hair the dropping dew fhe prefs'd : 
And thus mine ear in accents mild addrefs'd : 

No more, iny fon, the rural reed employ, 
Nor trill the trifling ftrain of empty joy ; 

No more thy love-refounding fonnets fuit 
To note of paftoral pipe or oaten flute. 
For hark! high-thron'd on yon majeftic walls 
To the dear mufe affli&ed Freedom calls : 
When Freedom 1 calls, and Oxford bids thee fing, 
Why flays thy hand to flrike the founding ftring ? 
While thus, in Freedom's and in Phoebus' fpite, 
The venal fons of flavifh Cain unite ; 

To (hake yon tow'rs, when malice rears her creft, 
Shall all my fons in filence idly reft? 

Still fing, O Cam, your fav'rite Freedom's caufe $ 
Still boaft of Freedom, while you break her laws : 
. To pow'r your fongs of gratulation pay, 
To courts addrefs foft flattery's foothing lay. 
What tho' your gentle Mafon's plaintive verfe 
Has hung with fweeteft wreaths Mufaeus' hearfe ? 
What tho' your vaunted bard's ingenuous woe, 
Soft as my ftream, in tuneful numbers flow, 
Yet ftrove his mufe, by fame or envy led, 
To tear the laurels from a fitter's head ?— 
Mifguided youth ! with rude unclaflic rage 
To blot the beauties of thy whiter page ) 
A rage that fullies e'en thy guiltlefs lays, 
;A.nd blafts the vernal bloom of half thy bays/ 

Let 
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Let Grant* boaft the patrons of her name, 
Each pompous fool of fortune and of fame ; 
Still of preferment let her fhine the queen, 
Prolific parent of each bowing dean : 
Be her's each prelate of the pamper'd cheek, 
Each courtly chaplain fan&ify'd and fleek ; 
Stijl let the drones of her exhaufted hive, 

On fat pluralities fupinely thrive : 

Still let her fenates titled ilaves revere, 

Nor dare to know the patriot from the peer ; 

For tinfel'd courts their laurePd mount defpife, 

In ftars and firings fuperlatively wife : 

No longer charm'd by virtue's golden lyre, 

Who fung of old amid th' Aonian choir, 

Where Cam, flow winding thro' the breezy reeds,. 
With kindly wave his groves of laurel feeds, 

'Tis ours, my fon, to deal the facred bay, 
Where honour calls, and juftice points the way; 
To wear the well-earn'd wreath which merit brings, 
And fnatch a gift beyond the reach of kings. 
Scorning, and fcorn'd by courts, yon mufes' bow'r 
Still nor enjoys, nor afks the fmile of pow'r. 
Tho' wakeful vengeance watch my cryftal fpring, 
Tho' perfecution wave her iron wing, 
And o'er yon fpiry temples as (he flies, 
*' Thefe deftin'd feats be mine," exulting cries 5 
On Ifis ft ill each gift of fortune waits, 
Still peace and plenty deck my beauteous gates. 
See fcience walks with freftieft chaplets crown'd ; 
With fongs of joy my feftal groves refound ; 

My 
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' My mofe divine ftill keeps her wonted (late* 
The front ere&, and high majeftic gait : 
Green as of old, each oliv'd portal fmiles, 
And ffcill the graces build my Parian piles : 
My Gothic fpires in ancient grandeur rife, 
And dare with wonted pride to rufli into the ikies. 

Ah \ Jhould'ft thou fall (forbid it, heav'nly pow'rs f) 
DafhM into dull with all thy cloud-capt tow'rs ; 
Who but would mourn, to Britifh virtue dear, 
What patriot could refufe the manly tear I 
What Brittih Marias could refrain to weep 
O'er mighty Carthage fall'n, a proftrate heap ! 

E'en late when RadclifFe's delegated train 
Aufpicious fhone in Ifis' happy plain ; 
When yon proud # dome, fair learning's ample!! ftirfne. 
Beneath its Attic roofs receiv'd the Nine ; 
Mute was the voice of joy and loud applaufe, 
To Radcliffe due, and Ifis' honour'd caufe ; 
What free-born crouds adorn'd the fefHve day, 
Nor blufh'd to wear my tributary bay ! 
How each brave breaft with honeft ardors heav'd* 
When Sheldon's fane the patriot band receiv'd ; 
, While, as we loudly hail'd the chofen few, 
Rome's awful fenate rufh'd upon our view ! 

O may the day in lateft annals Aline, 
That made a Beaufort, and an Harley mine : 
Then bade them leave the loftier fcene awhile, 
The pomp of guiltlefs ftate, the patriot toil, 



• Radcliffe f s library. 
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For bleeding Albion's aid the fage defign, 
To hold fhort dalliance with the tuneful Nine. 
Then mufic left her golden fphere on high, 
And bore each ftrain of triumph from the fky ; 
Swell'd the full fong, and to my chiefs around 
Pour'd the full Paeans of mellifluous found. 
My Naiads blithe the floating accents caught, 
And lifl'nihg dane'd beneath their pearly grot: 
In gentler eddies play'd my wanton wave, 
And all my reeds their fofteft whifpers gave ; 
Each lay with brighter green adorn'd my bow'rs, 
And breath'd a frefher fragrance on my flow'rs* 

But lo ! at once the fwelling concerts ceafe, 
And crouded theatres are hufh'd in peace. 
See, on yon fage how all attentive (land, 
To catch his darting eye, and waving hand. 
Hark ! he begins, with all a Tuily's art 
To pour the dictates of a Cato's heart ; 
Skill'd to pronounce what noblefl thoughts inipire, 
He blends the ipeaker's with die patriot's fire ; 
Bold to conceive, nor tim'rous to conceal, 
What Britons dare to think, he dares to tell. 
9 Tis his alike the ear and eye to charm, 
To win with action, and with fenfe to warm ; 
Untaught in flow'ry di&ion to difpenf* 
The lulling founds of fweet impertinence ; 
In frowns or fmiles he gains an equal prize, 
Nor meanly fears to fall, nor creeps to rife 5 
Bids happier days to Albion be reftor'd, 

Bids ancient juftice rear her radiant (word ; 

From 
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From me, as from my country, wins applaufe, 
And makes* an Oxford's a Britannia's caufe. 

While arms like thefe my ftedfaft fages wield, 
While mine is truth's impenetrable fhield ; 
Say, ihall the puny champion fondly dare 
To wage with force like this, fcholaltic war ? 
Still vainly Scribble on with pert pretence, 
With all the rage of pedant impotence r" 
Say, mail I fufFer this domeftic pefl, 
This parricide that wounds a mother's breaft? 

Thus an the flately ftiip that long has bore • 
Britain's victorious crofs from more to fhore, 
By chance, beneath her clofe fequefter'd cells, 
Some low-born worm, a lurking mifchief, dwells ; 
Eats his blind way, and faps with fecret toil 
The deep foundations of the watry pile. 
In vain the foreft lent its flatelieft pride, 
Rear'd her tall mail, and franrd her knotty fide ; 
In vain the thunder's martial rage Ihe flood, 
With each fierce conflict of the ftormy flood ; 
More fure the reptile's little arts devour, 
Than waves, or wars, or Eurus' wintry pow'r. 

Ye venerable bow'rs, ye feats fublime, 
Clad in the moffy veft of fleeting time \ 
Ye ftately piles of old munificence, 
At once the pride of learning and defence, 
Where ancient piety, a matron hoar, 
Still feems to keep the hofpitable door ! 
Ye cloifters pale, that lengthening to the fight. 
Still itep by flap to mufings mild invite! 

6 Ye 
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Ye high-arch'd walks, where oft the bard has caught 
The glowing fentiment the lofty thought ! 
Ye temples dim, where pious duty pays 
Her holy hymns of ever-echoing praife ! 
Lo ! your lov'd Ms, from the bord'ring vale, 
With all a mother's fondnefs bids you hail !— 
Hail, Oxford, hail ! of all that's good and great, 
Of all that's fair, the guardian and the feat ; 
Nurfe of each brave purfuit, each generous aim, 
By truth exalted to the throne of fame ! 
Like Greece in fcience and in liberty, 
As Athens learn'd, as Lacedasmon free ! 

Ev'n now, confefs'd to my adoring eyes, 
In awful ranks thy facred fons arife ; 
With ev'ry various flower their temples wreath'd, 
That in thy gardens green its fragrance breath-d. 
Tuning to knightly tale his Britifh reeds, 
Thy crouding bards immortal Chaucer leads : 
His hoary head o'erlooks the gazing choir, 
And beams on all around celeftial fire ; 
With graceful ftep fee Addifon advance, 
The fweeteft child of Attic elegance : 
To all, but his belov'd embrace, deny'd, 
See Locke leads reafon, his majeftic bride : 
See facred Hammond, as he treads the field, 
With godlike arm uprears his heav'nly ftiield. 

All who, beneath the (hades of gentle peace, 
Beft plau'd the labours of domeftic eafe ; 
Who taught with truth, or with perfuafion mov'd ; 
Who footh'd with numbers, or with fenfe improved j 

Who 



Who told the powers of reafon, or refin'd, 
AH, all that ftrengthen'd or adorn'd the mind \ 
Each prieft of health, who mix'd the balmy bowl, . 
To rear frail man, and ftay the fleeting foul ; 
All croud around, and echoing to the iky, 
Hail, Oxford, hail I with filial tranfport cry. 

And. fee yon folemn band ! with virtuous aim, 
*Twas theirs in thought the glorious deed to frame i 
With pious plans each mufing feature glows,. 
And well weigh'd counfels mark their meaning brows : 
4i Lo ! thefe the leaders of thy patriot line," 
Hamden, and Hooker, Hyde and Sidney mine. 
Thefe from thy fource the fires of freedom caught : 
How well thy fons by their example taught! 
While in each breafl th' hereditary flame 
Still blazes, unextinguifh'd and the fame ! 

Nor all the toils of thoughtful peace engage, 
'Tis thine to form the hero as the fage. 
I fee the fable-fuited prince advance 
With lilies crown'd, the fpoils of bleeding France, 
Edward — the mufes in yon hallow'd ihade 
Bound on his tender thigh the martial blade : 
Bade him the fleej for Britifh freedom draw, 
And Oxford taught the deeds that CrefTy faw. 

And fee, great father of the laureat band, 

The * Britiih king before me feems to ftand. 
He by my plenty-crown'd fcenes beguiPd, 
And genial influence of my foafons mild, 

# Alfred. Regis Romani. V, Virg. ^En. 6. 

Hither 
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Hither of yore (forlorn, forgotten maid) 
The fflufe in prattling infancy convey'd ; 
From Gothic rage the helplefs virgin bore, 
And fix'd her cradle on my friendly fhore : 
Soon grew the maid beneath his foft'ring hand, 
Soon pour'd her bleffings o'er th' enlighten'd hn<L 
Tho' rude the* dome, and humble the retreat, 
Where firlk his pious care ordain'd her feat, 
Lo ! now on high fhe dwells in Attic bgw'rs, 
And proudly lifts to heav'n her hundred tow'rs. 
He firft fair learning's and Britannia's caufe 
Adorn'd with manners, and advanc'd with laws r 
He bade relent the Briton's favage heart, 
And form'd his foul to ibcial fcenes of art, 
Wifeft and beft of kings ! — with ravilh'd gaze 
Elate the long proceflion he fuxveys : 
Joyful he fmiles to find, that not in vain 
He plan'd the rudiments of learning's reign c 
Himlelf he marks in each ingenuous breaft. 
With ail the founder in the race expr-eft : 
With Tapture views fair freedom ftill furvive 
In yon bright domes (ill-fated fugitive!) 
.(Such feen, as when the goddefs pour'd the beam 
Unfullied on his ancient diadem) 
Well-pleas 'd that in his own Pierian feat 
She plumes her wings, and refts her weary feet ; 
That here at lafl fhe takes her fav'rite Hand, 
** Here deigns to linger, ere fhe leave the land." 

-------- Ad Capitolia ducjj: 

Aurea nunc, olira fylveftribus horrida dumis. Virc- 
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NEW-MARKET. A SATIRE. 

BY THE SAME. 

HI S country's hope, when now the blooming heir 
Has left the parent's, or the guardian's care } 
Fond to poflefs, yet eager to deftroy, 
Of each vain youth> fay, what's the darling joy ? 
Of each fond frolic what the fource and end, 
His fole and firft ambition what ?— to fpend. 

Some 'fqttires> to Gallia's cooks mod dainty dupes, 
Melt manors in ragouts, or drown in foups : 
This coxcomb doats on fidlers, till he {ees 
His mortgaged mountains deftitute Of trees ; 
Convinc'd too late, that modern ftrsins can move, 
With mightier force than thofe of Greece, the grove. 
In headlefs ftatues rich, and ufelefs urns, 
Marmoreo from the claffic tour returns ; 
So poor the wretch of current coin, you'd laugh— • 
He cares not — if his * Caefars be but fafe. 
Some tread the flippery paths of love's delights, 
Thefe deal the cards, or make the box at White's : 
To different pleafures different taftes incline, 
Nor the fame fca receives the rulhing fwine. 

* Antique medals. 

Tho* 
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Tho' drunk alike witft Circle's poifondus Bowl* 
In feparate flies the mimic mongers roll. 

But would ye learn, ye leifure-loving '^quires* 
How heft ye may difgrace your prudent fires ; 
How fooneft foar to fafhionable fliame, 
Be darnn'd at once to ruin-— and to fame : 
By hands of grooms ambitious to be crown'd, 
O greatly dare to tread Olympic ground ! 
Where fam'd tfew-market fpreads her tempting plain, 
There let the chofen fteed victorious ftrain : 
Where (not * as erft was fung in manly lays) 
IVftn fly to different ends thro' different ways j 
Thro' the fame path, to the fame goal ye run, 
And are, at once, undoing and undone, 
Forfeit, forget friends, honour, arid eftafe, 
Lofe all at onc6— fdr what ? — to win the plate : 
All are betray'd, and all alike betray, 
To your own beafts, A&ebn-like, a prey. 

What dreams of conqueft fiufh'd ftilario's bread, 
When the good khignt at laft retir'd to reft ! 
Behdld the yeuth with new-felt rapture mark 
Each pleafing propped of the fpacious park \ 
That park, where beauties undifguis'd engage* 
Thofe beauties left the work of art than age ; 

• Alluding to thofe well known lines of Sir John Dcnham, 
ill Cooper's Hill, on London. 

" —Thro' feveral ways they run, 

*< Some to undo, and fome to be uadone/* 

<fc ■ . . * 
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In fimple date, where genuine nature weary 

Her venerable drefs of ancient years ; 

Where" all the charms of chance with order me'er> 

The rude, the gay, the graceful, and the great. 

Here aged oaks upreir their bran cher hoar, 

And form dark groves, which Druids might adore ? 

Pride and fupport of Britain's conquering crofs r 

Which diftant anceftors faw crown'd with mofs : 

With meeting boughs,, and deep'ning to the view,. 

Here flroots the broad umbrageous avenue ; 

Here various trees compofe a chequer'd fcene, 

Glowing ingay diverfities of green : 

There the full ftream, thro* intermingling gladesy 

Shines a broad lake, or falls in deep cafcades. 

Nor wants a hade copfe, or beechen lawn, 

To chear with fun or fhade the bounding fawn. 

. And fee the good old feat, whofe Gothic towers 
Awful emerge from yonder tufted bowers ; 
Whofe rafter'd hall the crouding tenants fed, 
And dealt to age aud want their daily bread : 
Where garter'd knights, .with peerlefs beauties join'cT,- 
At high and folemn feftivals have din'd ; 
Prefenting oft fair virtue's mining talk, 
In xnyilic pageantries, and moral* mafqpe. 

Bit 

* It^was a fafhionable pra&ice among diir antient nobility 
2nd gentry, of both faxes-, to perform perfonally in entertain- 
menu of this kind, Nothing could be a more delightful or 

ration^- 
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But vain all ancient praife, or boafts of birth*- 
Vain all the palms of old heroic worth ! 
At once a bankrupt, and a proijp'rous heir* 
• Hilario bets^Park, houiej diffolve in air. 
With antique armour hung, high trophied rooms 
Defcend to gameftersj proftitutes, and grooms. 
He fees his fteel-clad fires, and mothers mild, 
Who bravely fhook the lance, or fweetly fmil'd. 
All the fair feries of the whiflcer'd race, 
Whofe pictur'd forms the ilately gallery grace* 
Debas'dj abus'd, the price of ill-got gold^ 
To deck fome tavern vile, at auctions fold. 
The parifh wonders at th' unopening door* 
The chimnies blaze, the tables groan no more; 
Thick Weeds around th* un.trodden courts arife, 
And all, the focial fcene in filence lies, 
Himfelf* the lofs politely to repair, 
Turns atheift, fidler, highwayman, or player. 
At length, the fcorny the fhame of man and God, 
Is doom'd to rub the Heeds that once he rode. 

Ye rival youths, your golden hopes how rainj 
Your dreams of thoufands On the lifted plain I 
Not more fantaftic * Sancho's airy courfe, 
When niadly mounted on the magic korfe* 

rational method of fpending an evening than this. Miltdn's 
Comus was thus exhibited at Ludlow-Callle> - irt the, year 
it 31. See Ben Johhfdn's Mafques. 
* Chavileno, See Doa Quixote* 
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He pierc'd Heaven's opening fpheres with dazzled eyes, 
And feem'd to (bar in vifionary ikies. 
Nor lefs, I woen, precarious is the meed 
Of young adventurers, on the mufe's fteed ; 
For poets have, like you, their deftin'd round, 
And ours is but a race on claflic ground. 

Long time, foft Ton of patrimonial cafe* 
Hippolitns had eat firloins in peace : ' 
Had quaiTd fecure, unvex'd by toils or wife, * 
The mild^O&ober of a rural life r 
Long liv'd with calm domeftic conqueft* crown'dj. 
And kill'd his game on fafe paternal ground. 
As bland he puiPd the pipe o'er* weekly news, 
His bofom kindles with fublimer views. 
Lo there, thy triumphs, Taaff, thy palms, Portmore r 
Tempt him to rein the fleed, and flake his flore. 
Like a new bruifer on Broughtonic fand, 
Amid the lifts our hero takes his (land ; 
Suck'd by the fharper, to the peer a prey,- 
He rolls his eyes that witnefs huge difnray;' 
When lo! the chance of one unlacky heat 
Strips him of game, -ib-ong beer, and fweet retreats 
How aukward now he bears difgrace and dirt,. 
Nor knows the poor's iaft refuge,, to be pert. 
The fhiftlefs beggar bears of ills the worir, 
At once with, dullnefs, and with hunger cur£. 
And feeb the taftelefs breaft equeftrian fires I 
And dwells fuch mighty rage in graver 'fquires ? 

In all attempts; but for their country, bold,, 
Britain, .thy confeript councilors fcehold ; , 
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(For fomc, perhaps, by fortune favoured yet, * 
May gain a borough by a lucky bet) 
Smit with the love of the laconic boot, 
The cap and wig fuccincl:, the filken fuit, 
Mere modern Phaetons ufurp ,the reins, 
And fcour in rival race New-mar-ket's plains. 
See fide by fide, the jockey and. Sir John, 
Difcufs th' important point-— of fix to one. 
For oh, my mufe, the deep-felt blifs how dear, 
How great the pride, to gain a jockey's ear ! 

See, like a routed hoft, with headlong pact, 
Thy members pour ^.mid the mingling race ! 
All afk, what crouds the tumuhs could produce-^ 
" Is Bedlam or the Commons all broke Joofe ? 
Such noife and nonfenfe, betting, damning, finking. 
Such emphafis of .oaths, and claret drinking i 
Like fchool-boys freed, they run as chance dire&s, 
Proud from a well-bred thing to rifque their necfe£. 
The warrior's fear not half fo graceful feems, 
As, at New-market, diflocated limbs. 

Thy fages hear, amid th' admiring croud 
Adjudge the flakes, moft eloquently loud: 
With critic (kill, o'er dubious bets prefide, . 
The low difpute, or. kindle, or decide; 
All empty wifdom, and judicious prate, 
Of difiane'd horfes, g*ayely fix the fate, 
Guide the nice conducl of a daring match, 
Arid o'er th' equeftrian rights with care paternal watch. 

Mean time, no more the mimic patriots rife, 
To guard Britannia's honour, warm and wife : 

0^3 No 
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T^o more in fenates daw affert her laws, 

Nor ppar the bold debate in freedom's caufe ; 

Neglect the counfels of a finking land, 

And know no roftrum, but New-market's # ftandt 

i 

Arethefe the fage directive powers defign'd, 
With the nice fearch ©f a fagacious mind, 
In judgment's fcales the fate of realms to weight 
Britannia's intereir, trade, and laws furvey .? 
O fay, when leaft their fapient fchemes are croft,' 
Or when a nation, or a ijiatch is loft ? 
Who dams and fires with more exa&nefs trace, 
Than of their country's kings the facred race : 
Think London journies are theworft of ills, 

* « 

And fet their hands to articles for bills : 
Strangers to all hiftorians fage relate, 
Their's are the memoirs of th' equeftrian ftate ; 
Unfkill'd in Albion's paft and prefent views, 
Who f Gheny's records for Rapin perufe. 

Go on, brave youths j till* in fome future age* 
Whips (hall become the fenatorial badge ; 
Till England fee her thronging fenatorg 
Meet all at Weftminfter, in boots and Ipurs ; 
See the whole* houfe, with mutual frenzy mad, 
Her patriots all in leathern breeches clad $ 

*.Akind of fcafFold, where is held a cqnfiftory, made up 
of feveral very eminent gentlemen, for determining doubtful 
caCes in th* race, &c. This place might not improperly be 
called a Pandaemonium. ' 

t The accurate and annual author of an historical lift of 
the running hories ; &c. 

Of 
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Of beta, far taxes, learnedly debate, 

And guide, with equal reins, a fteed and ftate. 

How would a virtuous * Houhnhym neigh difdam, 
To fee his brethren brook th* ithperious rein ; 
Bear flav'ry's wanton whip, 6r galling goad, 
Smoak thro' the glebe, or trace the deftin'd road, 
And robb'd of manhood by the rnurd'rous knife, 
Suflain each fordid toil of fertile life. 
Yet oh ! what rage would tdudi his gen'rous mind, 
To fee his fon of more than mortal kind ; 
A kind, with each ingenuous' virtue bleft. 
That fills the prudent head or valorous breaft, 
Afford diverfion to that monfter bafe, 
That meaneft fpawn of man's half-monkey race* 
In whom pride, avarice, ignorance confpire, 
That hated animal,' a Yahoo-'fquire. 

How are th' adventurers of the Jhitifh race 
Chang'd from the chofen chiefs of ancient days 5 
Who, warm'd with genuine glory's honeft thirft, 
Divinely laboured in the Pythian duft, 
Their's was the wreath that lifted from the throng, 
Their's was the Tfeeban bard's recording fcng. 
Mean time, to manly emulation blind, 
Slaves to each vujgar vice that (tains the mind. 
Our Britiih Therons iffue to the race 
Of their own generous courfers the difgrace. 
What tho' the grooms of Greece ne'er toofc'the oddi. 
They won no bets— but then, they foar'd to gods;" 
And more an Hiero's palm, a Pindar's ode, 
Than all the united platef of George beftow'd; _ 

• yideJGullivei 's travelers, voyage tQ the Houhnhyms. 

Qj. Greece ! 
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Greece! how I kindle at thy magic name, 
Feel all thy warmth, and catch the kindred flame* 
Thy folemn fcenes and awful vifion's rife. 
In ancient grace, before my mufing eyes. 
Here Sparta's fons in mute attention hang,. 
While fage Lycurgus pours, the mild harangue; 
There Xerxes' hofts, all pale with deadly fear, 
Shrink at her # fated hero's flalhing ipear. 
Here hung with many a lyre of iilver firing : 
The laureat walks of fweet Jliflus fpring : 
And lo where, rapt in beauty's heavenly dream, 
Hoar Plato walks his oliv'd Academe. — 

Yet ah ! no more the feat of art and arms " 
Delights with wifdom, or with virtue warms. 
Lo ! the ftern Turk, with more than Gothic rage, 
Has blafted all the bays of ancient age ; 
No more her groves by facred feet are trod, 
Each Attic grace }ias left the Iov'd abode. 
Fallen is fair Greece! by luxury's pleafingbane 
Seduced, fhe dr»ags a barbarous foreign chain. 

Britannia, watch ! O trim thy withering bays, 
Remember thou haft rival'd Graecia's praife, 
Great riurfe of works divine ! yet oh ! beware, 
Left thou the fate of Greece, my country, (hare. 
Recall thy wonted worjth with confeious pride, 
Thpu too haft feen a Solon in a Hyde ; 
Haft bade thine Edwards and thine Henrys rear* 

* «... " r 

yfith Spartan fortitude, t)ie Britifh fpear ; 
Alike haft feen thy fons deferve the meed,, 
"Or of the moral, or the martial deed. 

* Leorddas. 

O » E 
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ODE TO AMBITION, 



B Y Ms. SHEPHERD. 

/ER midnight glafs, or by the fai* 
In dalliance foft careft ; 
Without a thought, without a care 

To 4ifcompenfe their reft, 
fhe meaner herd exulting pant to rove 
-The flowery paths of pleafure'* fairy grove : 



o 



While more determined bofoms glow 

With high ambition's fires ; 
Source of whate'er is great below, 
The grave of mean defires : 
Adieu for them the pleafure-winged hour, 
Adieu the bed of eafe, the Paphian bow'r ! 

. Tho* rough the paths that lead to fame. 
Their fteps no toils difmay ; 
Ambition aids the gfenerous aim, 
And fmooths the rugged way : 
With ajl its luftre bids bright virtue (hinc. 
And into addon wakes the big defign. 



4 
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What breaks th' afpiring ftatefman's reft ? 

What gives the mufe to fmg ? 
Ambition wakes his anxjojus breai^,' 
And plumes her towering wing : 
Inftrufb the feeble monarch how to bear 
The crdwn'i and all the .thorns that- faften there," 

The general's wakeful bofom fires, 

And guards the jealous camp ; 
The fcholar's flattering hdpe-inrpires, 
And trims the midnight lamp : 
The pride of .arts from fair Ambition (prings, 
And blooms fee ure beneath her foftering wings ,* 
• « 

Oft, goddefs, as thy genial ray 
Pervades the feeling heart, 
Love trembling quits his fenfual fway. 
And drops his feeble dart : 
The flowers, that in the Paphian garden grow, 
Fade in the wreath that rounds the hero's brow r 

* 

Pleafure retreats with wanton fmiles ? 

And ftrength-unnerving eyes ; 
Hoping in vain by Parthian wiles 
To conquer as .fhe flies : 
Sloth with reluctance quits her foul embrace, 
Rough care and manly-toil aiftime her place. 



Virtue 
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Virtue with firm quaternian band., 
• His eager fteps precedes j . 
A flambeau grafping in her hand, 
To light to glorious deeds : 
The fifter-train his toils with glory crown. 
And point the arduous paths to fair renown ^ 

By thefe inspired, young Scipio trod 

To fame th* adventurous way ; 
" By love, he cry'd, let Paphos' god 
" The fofterfoul betray; 
f A nobler quarry lures the* hero's eye :'* .. .' " 

pe {poke, and bade th' unconquered eagje fly. 

Hence then, ye Haves, whom eafe delights, 

To yon lone xloyfter flray. 
Where monkifh apathy invites. 
To doze tame life away : 
True worth, that fpurns the hermit's fluggard cell*. 
In glory's aclive courts delights to dwell. 



* 




Q D E t 6 HEALTH. 

IY.THE $AMI. 
« ... 

^E N C E meagre pale difeafe, 
From the crude banquets of intemperance bred ; 
Nurfed in the fluggard Bed, 
And folded in the arms of pamper'd eafe : 

"Hence 



[ *52 ] 

Hence to Boeotian bogs ; 
Whence humid Aufter on his dropping wings 

Grofs exhalations brings, 
Where rank effluvia from the marfhy brake, 

Or murky ftagnate lake, 
Pregnant with ills arife in mifty fogs. 

And come, Hygeia, bland and fair, 
Flafhed with the glow of morning air; 

With coral lip and fparkling eye, 
Complexion of enfanguined dye ; 

With chearful fmile, and open brow, 
Where care could ne'er one furrow plow : 
With fteady ilep, and afpett fleek, 
The rofe that glows on Stella's cheeky 
And fnowybofom, whence exhales 
The fweetnefs of Eteiiaq gales. 

In fylvan fcenes is thy delight, 
To climb the towering mountain's height, 
Or blithely on thy native plain, 
To gambol with the Dryad train. 
Thofe plains, where in unguarded hour, 
Far from the ken of her chafte bower, 
As o'er the dewrbefpangled glade 
Roved Temperance the mountain maid j 
She flopped, in fixt attention viewing 
Lufty exercife purfuing, 
With miflive fhaft and beechen ipear, 
Thro* opening lawns the trembling deer. 
The god furveys the mufing dame, 
. Jhe lover quits his flying game : 



Hi* 
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His trifles dropped with morning dew, 
While to the wood-nymph's arms he flew J 
And from their hale embraces rprung 
Hygeia, ever fair and young. 

Long, virgin, may thy genial firr 
Each late exhaufted vein infpirey 
The crimfon tide of life renew* 
And give to glide in channels blue* 
Thee wit and mirth Spontaneous fervc, 
That give a tone to every nerve, 
Invoke thee, harmony's bright queen, 
To tune the difarranged machine. 
The glow of Titan's orient ray 
Thy happy pencil fliall portray 
With grace more exquifite, than lies 
In Guido's air, or Titian's dyes y 
Hence the pale hue of ficknefs- chafe, - 
And call up each reviving .grace* 
O'er which as late with haggard hand. 
Confumption ihook her magic wand ; 
Nature's laft debt prepar'd to pay 
Youth's drooping flowers 'gan fade away* : 
No crimfon hue was feen to glow* 
The ftagnate blood forgot' to flow y 
Their luftre fled* the languid eyes 
Stood fixt in motionlefs furprize y : 
Each fenfe feemed loft in endlefi night, ; 
The trembling foul was winged for flight: 
Which death's rude fhaft had half let frer 
lii uncoAc^ved eternity. 
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Then, Varus, was the power difplayei 
Of medicine's heaven-diretted aid. 
Verfed in each drag's balfamic ufe 
*The Daedal foils of earth produce* 
In every flower of every hue, 
And herb that drinks the morning dewj 
*Thy lenient hand allayed each throWj 
And gave a milder face to woe : 
Bade the bold pulfe elaftic play, 
The eye emit its vivid ray, 
Galled back the flitting life again, , 
And health inipired thro' every vein; 

Again thrills with her genial zefl: 
Each nerve ; again my languid breaft 
Vifits the cherub joy; For this 
Af ay thy aufpicious heart ne'er mifsj 
Oft as the fair for charms decayed 
Implores thy falutary aid, 
To fmboth the lovely mourner's browi 
And bid reviving beauties glow ; 
^To footh the tender parent's cries> 
And wipe the tears from infant eyes. . 

But chief, my mufe, with reverent aw* 
*To him, whofe will is nature's law* 
/Thy hymns of gratulation pay*. 
*To him direft the tribute lay, 
From whoitt derives the balmy pill 
Its virtues, tke phyfician (kill : 
*That o'er each aft and thought prefidesj 
3Dire£b his hand. Ids counfel guidt«* 
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£lie medicine's unavailing ftore* 
Shall vainly glide thro* every pore, 
Thro* every pore the mineral rill 
In vain its gifted powers inftiL 
Father divine, eternal'king, 
To thee I wake the trembling firing i 
If mad ambition ne'er mifled, , 
In paths* where virtue dares not tready 
My vagrant ftep j if fordid views 
Ne'er won the proftitute mufe ; 
For others let Pa&olus flow, 
Let honour wreathe another's brow : 
Health I intreat 5 whofe jocund throng 
Wantons each laughing grace among ; 
With health the dancing minutes crown'd,- 
The field of all my wimes bound, 

L t B E R f Y. 

A P O E M. 

THANKS* Nice, to thy treacherous art f - 
At length I breathe again ; 
The pitying gods have ta'en my. part, . 
And eas'd a wretch's pain ; 

* 



1 
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feci, 1 feel, that from its chain 
My refcued foul is free, 
Nor is it now I idly dream 
Of fancied Liberty. 

Extinguilh'd is my ancient flame* 
All calm my thoughts remain; 

And artful love in vain fhall ftrivc? 
To lark beneath difdain. 

No longer, when thy name I hear, 

My confcious colour flies ; 
No longer, when thy face I fee, 

My heart's emotions rife; 

I ileep, yet hot in every dream 

Thy image pi&ur'd fee j 
1 wake, nor does mf alcer'd mint* 

Fix its fak thought on thee : \ 

From thee far cLiflant when I roam, 
* No fond concern I know ; 
1Vith thee I flay, nor yet from thence 

Does pain or pleafure flow. 

6ft of my Nice* charms I fpeak, 
Nor thrills my ftedfaft heart * 

Oft I review the wrongs I bore 9 
Yet feel no inward fmait. 

fto quick alarms confound my ferity 
When Nice near I fee ; 

Iven with my rival I can fmile f 

Aid calmly talk of thee. 



r 
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Speak to me with a placid mien, 

Or treat me with difdain ; ' 
Vain is to me the loofc fevereV ' 

The gentle fmile as vain, * • 

Loft is the empire o'er my foul, 

Which once - thofe lips poifeft \ 
Thofe eyes no longer can divine 

Each fecret of my breaft. 

What pleafes how/ or grieves my Sutoaj 

What makes me fad; or gay, 
It is not in thy power to give^ 

Nor canft thou* take away i 
Each pleafant fpot without thee charmi; 

The wood; the mead, the hill ; 
And fcenes of dullnefs; even with thee; 

Are fcenes of dullnefs ftili. 

Judge, if Ifpeakwith tonga* t fiocefe % 

Thou ftill art woBfd'rous fair; 
Great are the beauties pf thy form, 

But not beyond compare i 
And; let not truth offend thine ear, 

My eyes at length incline 
To rpy fame faults in that Iov'd faceV 

Which once appeared divine, 

tv*hen from its fecret deep recefi A 

1 tore the painful dart, 
(My fhamerul weaknefs I confefs) 

It fetm'd to fplit my heart j 
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But, to relieve a torturM mind, 

To triumph o'er difdain, 
To gain my captive felf once more, „ 

Vd fufler every pain, 

* 

Caught by the birdlime's treacherous twigs, 
To which he chanc'd to ftray, 

The bird his faften'd feathers leaves, 

Then gladly flies away : 
His ihorten'd wings he. fbon renews, 

Of fnares no more afraid ; 
Then grows by paft experience wife, 

Nor is again bctray'd. 

1 know thy pride Can ne'er believe 

My paffion's fully -o'er, 
Becaufe I oft repeat the tale, 

And ftill add fomething more :— 
'Tis natural inftinft prompts my tongue, - 

And makes the ftory Isft, 
As all mankind are fond to boaft 

Of dangers they have pail. 

The warrior thus, the combat o'er, 

Recounts his bloody wars, 
Tells all the hardihips which he bore, 

And {hews his ancient fears. 
Thus the glad Have, by profperous fate 

Freed from the fervile chain, 
Shews to each friend the galling weight, 

Which once he dragg'd with pain. 
s - Ifpeak, 
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llpeak, yet fpeaking, all my aim 

Is but to eafe my mind ; 
I fpeak, yet cafe not if my word* 

With thee can credit find ; 
I fpcak, nor afk if my difcourie 

Is e'er approv'd by thee, 
Or whether thou with equal eafe 

Doft talk again of me* 

I leave a light inconftant maid, 

Thou'ft loft a heart iincere ;— 
t know not which wants comfort motfi 

Or which has mod to fear : 
I'm Aire, a (Wain fo fond and true, 

Nice can never find; 
A nymph like her is quickly found, 

Falfe, faithlefs, and unkind. 

^xxxxxxxxxx?o<xx><x>o<xx>ck* 

MODERN VIRTUE. 

A S A t I R 1 

fcfCCUTIENDA DAMUS PRACOKIHA — Pe*8» 

f 

** X B T venal annals boaft a Caefar's reign, 

M-J When Rome's great genius hugg'd th' imperial 
*' chain* 
«* Freedom, gay goddefs, glads our happier ifle, 
*' Peace fmooths her brow, as plenty decks her fmile % 

Ri " Im 
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•* In every fon th' infpirer lives confefs'd,- 

46 And lights up all the patriot in his breaft,- 

" Breathes the fame foetal warmth from foul td foofy 

" Till widening nature pants but for a whole. 

" Shines he in life's meridian beam difplay'd, 
" Or gives his milder virtues to die ihade ; 

Glares the proud ribbon, nods the martial crefly 

Or flaunt the tatters on his motly veft ? 

The godlike Briton fills his every fphere 

Without a frailty, and' without a fear. 
" If rich: bright image of the eternal mnid, 
" His opening bofom takes in all mankind \ 

Where'er he comes, health triumphs o'er difeafe,- . 

Hope glads defpair, and anguifh melts to ea'fel 

Is knowledge his ? Jie lends his every art 
* c To rear the genius and to mould the heart; 
*•' Fondly purfues, with Boy leVaufpicions blaze r - 
" Truth thro' her mafques, and nature thro' her maze f 
* 4 To heedlefs juftice gives the well-poiz'd icale, 
" And raifes commerce as he guides the fail. 
«' Is pow/r his 61b ? he lives but to defend* 
€ * The ftatefman only dignifies the friend ; 
" Difarms oppreffion, prunes ambition's wing,- 
" And,ft*fles Mbifin tfer flic' darts her fting.* 
** Enriches every coffer but his own, 
" And fhfclds the cottage while he guards th& thztrae; 
'•. Sees at his nod our plimder'd rights peftor'd, 
* c And Europe- trembling, when he grafps the fword." 

Thus fung the mufe when fancy vigorous ran* 
An£ warm'd the youth,, e'er reafon form'd the man ; 
r Lift 
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Life thro* opinion's falfe perfpecUve feen. 

With mimic beauty glow'd in every fcene; 

Drefs'd in an angel's vhionary form, 

Vice aimM to pleafe, and madnefs learn'd to charm : 

Rebellion foftenM into public love, 

And each .enormous villain feem'd a Jove. 

Doubly deceiv'd, what Leli«s could I find 

To chafe the phantoms, 6r to free the mind ? 

No Lelius came, no feraph lent his aid, 

No pitying genius whUper'd in the glade. 

It chanc'fi that virtue heard th' untutor'd lays, 
Still madly lifping'with the voice of praife, 
She heard, as thro' the Mall thegoddefs ftray'd, 
When the gay world had peopled all the (hade, ■ . 

Mild as the foftnefs of a vernal iky, 
Youth flufh'd her cheek, while caution arnVd her eye ; * 
Half loofe majeftic fiow'd her azure veft # 
A fpotlefs ruby bled upon her breaft. 
At every flep kind nature felt her pow'r, 
Soft blew the zephyr, and foft fprung the flow'r ; 
A brighter frefhnefs hung on every green. 
And a new Eden dole upon the fcene. 

Awhile (he paus'd, and with a frown furvey'd 
The mingling fwarm of tatters and brocade. 
When, as the goddefs wav'd th' ethereal fpear, 
Pride dropt her fmile, and artifice her tear 5 
Luft threw, afide religion's borrowM grace, 
A leering fatyr gloated in her face ; 
The prude, who fainted at the name of vice, 
Now hugg'd the bottle, and now grafp*d the dice ; 

R3 While 



While tortur'd with the town's obfccner ail, 
A faint flood melting o'er a lufcious tale* 
Here, the bribe glitter'd in a courtier's hand } 
There, the grave patriot bellow'd^-for a wand ; 
Full in his eye th' enchanting objeft hung, 
And dying freedom gafp'd upon his tongue* 
AH who to Drury's deadly flews refort, 
fcob at the 'Change, or plunder in the court, 
Stripp'd of their mafques in wild diforder rofe, 
One with a halter, pne without a nofe ; 
So oddly. mjx'd, fo excellently ill, « 
Such motly fpe&res of Quevedo's hell ; 
They'd make a jefuit quit the abfolving chair, 
A brothel tremble, and a conclave flare. 

So when, where Bedlam's air-drefs'd viiions dwell 9 
Toon fhdks a ftraw-crown'd monarch in his cell ; 
Juft as he foars tremendous to a god, 
And the wing'd thunder only waits his nod ; 
Shudd'ring, he hears his keeper's furly tone, 
He hears, and horror wraps his tott'ring throne j 
Crowns drop their luftre, fcepters lofe their awe, 
Robes f]y to rags, and empires fink to ftraw. 

u Learn hence, fair virtue cry'd, miftaken youth, 
*• What various monfters wear the guife of truth. 
<* Deck'd w^th each grace, immortal merit fhews 
« The cheek that reddens, and the foul that glows g 
** With heavVs Qwn image beaming in his eye,* 
«• Man fmiles a dagger, and he looks a lie.' 4 
She fpoke, and k> ! the long-mifguided fire, 
With eyery number, flept along ^he lyr$, 
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Say then, my friend ! whofe virtues are my pride, * 
Whofe candour (boths tie, while thy precepts guide ; 
Thoit, whofe quick eye has loqk'd thro* every age, 
View'd every fcene, and ftudied every fage; 
Say, fhall I praife th' efcutcheon's proud record, 
When a loft Brutus finks into a lord? 
With fulfome fing-fong after (hadows run, 
And ftill miftake a meteor for a fun ? 
Shall I be filent, while from day to day 
Bellville in bagnios revels life away ; 
Flagitious drops the majefly of pow'r 
In the mad mifchiefs of the midnight hour; 
TJo flatfrei; left to daub, no friend to aid, 
By ftrumpets plunder'd, and by wits betray M? 

Rous'd at the thought/ keen fatire fpurns her chain, 
Springs with new life, and pants in every vein, 
On vice impatient wreaks her gathering rage, . 
And bids the tyrant bleed thro' all the page* 
Broods fhe in purple o'er the venal bar, 
Struts in a gown, or blades in a ftar ; 
My pen fhall trace her out from (lave to flave, 
Nor dares oblivion fcreen her in the grave. 

Come then, ye felf-curs'd atheifts ! who degrade 
Truth to a found, and fcripture to a trade, 
Ye bearded fycophants ! who life fupply 
With the warm fun-fhine of a minion's eye t 
Ye French editions of a Britifh fool : 
Abroad a cypher, and at home, a fool I 
Ye 

R 4. ran** 
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V R II Jf D. 

Are ypft ma,d ? or have you loft all grace ) 
^What, write a jhtir$ whfen you waat a place ! 
Hold, lw>14> for God's fake, e'er your friend beftojy 
A few (lout cards, and fend you to Mnnro*. 

Would, yon ayoid the jpedant's learned fneer ? 
Awe the pert fop ? or foothe a.do&or's ear ? 
jrleedlefs of all tjm. phantom fi#*r# pW.d, 
From cloud- topt Pindus to the I«atian ftade, 
Purfue deep fciencc thraf jhicr mazy road, 
Hunt every ^>ag$, and crawl from code to code s 
Where mufty fyftems folid joy difpeafe, 
And wife Smiglecius fills die void of fenfe ; 
Or proud fome niojpe important: truths to learn. 
Pream o'er 'the labouE'dglolTaries of H-~n ; 
jSo^rouxnay live, aj>prov , d, perhaps prcferM, 
Your wifdqm gravely meafurM by your beard* 

But foft— Youx aim's. to civilize mankind 
To wake each fecial virtue of thfc mind ; . 
To ftrip from vice the,gay jdifguife of art, 
And bare the villain lurking in the hearty 
JFor this you graJp the falchion, fpread the ihield, 

A pigmy Quixot in the 'lifted field* 
Time was, when fatire. delicately nice 

pou'd rouze each virtue, and. cou'd bla# each vice ; 

Truth leaf n'd to p^eafe from iEfop*s fabling tongue, 

^knd Rome grew.virjtuous wjieh hey Ennius fung. 

f Phyiician to Bethfera hofpital. 

Once 



^nce loft to goodnefs, but now loft to fliame* 
We court difhonour, as we laugh 'd at fame ; 
With the fame raptures plunge in ev'ry crime, " 
Tho* fifty Oldhams ftab in ev'ry rhime. 

A native fin each vigorous Frenchman hails, 
Politely partial to his own Verfailles. 
/There, toujours gai, he loves a loofer rein ; 
His Mifs la Contend* and his wine Champagne* 
Britain, more generous, every vice provides. 
That Europe ripens, and that Afia hides. 
Th' enormous harveft fo our ports configri'd, 
Loads every fhip, and bufies every wind. 
jSoon a vaft group of follies croud the fhore, 
As foon they cloy.— Fly hence, and fetch us more. 
Quick fpread th' impatient fail from pole to pole, 
Ye zephyrs, waft her ! and ye oceans, roll ! 

jStrike whom you pleafe, and write whatever you will* 
Harpax will cheat* and Pr^illis hide fpadille, 

Hircus in brothels impotently toil, 
And Verres murder merit with a finile: 
Murder, fecure of fame, for vulgar eye$ 
Will ftill adore him, tho' the good defpife; 
At his rich coa* and gorgeous chariot gaze, 
,And lofe at once th* aflaffin in the blaze. 

E'en Young himfelf, diftinguifli'd, loy'd, careft, 
Mark'd by each eye, and hugg'd to every breaft, 
Sees he among this vicious race of men 
One rafcal mended when he grafps the pen i 
Still at the levee fwarms the venal tribe, 
And ftill corruption longs for every bribe. 

author v 
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AUTHOR. 

What then 2 If vice unblufhing hears the fage, 
Shall reaibn flruggle in the check of age ? 
Shall truth {hut up in complaifancc her heart, 
Young lend a fmile, and fatire drop her dart ? 
No, let the fiend-like heads of Hydra grow, 
Kife as he ftrikes, and double from the blow ; 
One honeft drudge our Hercules has found, 
To fear the monfter fprouting in the wound. 

Come, come, O my friend ! throw off this riling frown* 
Nor curb my paffion while you loofe your own. 
Oft have you bid proud Thrafo mend his life, 
Who kicje'd a filler, and who ftarv'd a wife. 
Nay, infolently dar'd to tell her grace, 
That virtue made a goddefs, not the face. 

friend. 
When briiker fpirits thro 9 the bofom roll, 
And life's mad tumult rufhes on the foul ; 
Each beardlefs Cato wings with aukward seal 
His little arrow, e'er he learns to feel j 
Fierce as old Apius, apes th' infulting air, 
Th' uplifted eye-brow, and the lordly ftare, 
So I — But now that age with fmooth career 
Wafts cooler notions on my fixtieth year; 
Ijoft to each hope, each yifionary joy, 
Pomps that difturb, and vanities that cloy ; 
Heedlefs what wit's cafhier'd, what fool's careft, 
Who lives an hero, or who lives a jeft, 
I view the world's romantic fcene pafs by, 
Apd fttfc all my anger in a figh. 

While 
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While thus my days ileal on the wing of time, 
UnftainM by wit, and guiltlefs of a rhyme, 
Unnumber'd ills the dreaded fat'rift wait, 
Stand fait, Olympus 1 and fupport him, Fate! 
See ! frantic dulnefs panting for the war, 
Grafps the keen fpear, and mounts th' imperial car, 
Shrill clarions found, attending furies yell, 
The lengthening echo howls thro 9 ev'ry cell; 
Rous'd by th' inspiring clang, each mighty fon, 
Congenial offspring of his fire, the Hun, 
Slides from his garret formidably gay, 
An human vulture darting on his prey t 
« All they whofe fcience loads, th' incumber'd ftall, 
Who wound the wainfcot, and who daub the wall. 
Luxurious, rogues, that revel once a week 
On the rich feaft of viito's and ox-cheek ; 
from the foft lyric to the wretch who fqualls 
The mint-born ballad at the end of Paul's* 
Around the flag in martial pomp appear, 
C — 1 in the van, and O— n in the r$ar. 
Th' impatient battle joins, and lo ! at once 
The fame wild phrenfy fpreads from dunce to duftce; 
Fir'd with one foul, the fturtlefs legions run, 
One hurls a journal, and one darts a pun, 
Jn fnip-fnap profe vindictive lightnings play, 
And loud hoarfe thunders rattle thro' the lay. 
Quick and more quick, the dire difcordant din 
Jloars thro' each hall, and roars from inn to inn f 
Wakes the loud horrors of the wrangling fchool, 

Where Prifcian bawls, and fool re-echoes fool. 
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But mould you all the mighty mad defeat. 
Who howf in Bedlam, and who ftun the Fleet, 
See the pert critic tremble to engage, 
Wit blunt h0r fting, and envy drop her rage ; 
Yet can poor innocence to mercy awe 
Thofe t dcadl*er pefts, the harpies of the law ? 
Another P — n (Melds each worthlefs lord, . 
Arms the dread fcourge, and wets the avenging fieord> 
Where he* great genius ! throws his letter'd eye, 
Truth flares a libel, honefty a lie, 
Young embryo treafons in each period mine, 
And fancy'd poifons kill thro* every line. 
He fure will curb you, tho' my precepts fail : 
No ftoie bullies when he fmells a jail, 
Confcious that wifdom mounts her throne too late^ 
When doom'd to warble ethics thro* a grate. 

AUTHOR, » 

Speak you of Claudius ? let the minion rave, 
pay P— tt's a fool, and Litt— rn*s a knave, 
Call wit a libel, and yet never fee 
SwokIs in a brief, or poifons in a fee* 
But from my toul afl fcandal I deteft, 
Truth forms my numbers, as (he warn* my bte*&, 
Learns me to triumph o'er a pimp's difdain, 
And bids me .laugh* when Claudius threats the cfcai*. 

What, mall I flrive to dignify di<g*ace ? 
And hail ^patriot lefs'ning in a pUcp ? 
Rear the proud trophy on a fojdit*'* grave, 
Who liv'd a.cawarf, aadwho dy!d alitor* ? 

6 siaI1 
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Shall I an vice's pageantry attend, 

Croud to her car, and at her altars bend ? 

Rather, where Indian funs their rays unfold* 

And ripen half Potofi into gold, 

Let me beneath a Spaniard's infult pine, 

Crouch,to the fcourge, and drudge from mine to mine. 

Yet is there one, my friend ! who mines confeft 
With all that heaven ftamps upon the bfeaff, 
Who, nobly confeious of paternal fire, ' - 
Feeds the bright blaze, and beams 'upon his fire/ 
Mine be the ta& to fweH from day to day 
Th' applauding paean, and the loud huzza ? 
To bid our ions, with filial fondnefs warm,* 
Eye every grace, and copy every charm ; 
Explore his purpose, catch his God-like rage*- 
And be the Maltons of another age. 

My verfe, you fay, will certainly o&ehd :' 
Who I not the man whom virttte calls her' ff iemtv 
Virtue, like gold, of genuine worth pofTefs'd; 
Shines out more radiant when fire dares the teft, 
Swords arm her bofom, racks her vigour raife, 
And all hell's fires but give her ftrength to blaze. 
Can truth then hurt her ? wound her facred ear f - 
Wake the keen pang? or rouze th* impa&ori'd tear .*' 
'tis true, the felfilh mercenary train-, 
Whom honours libel, and whom tides' ftaur, 
Struck with the face in fatdre's mirror mown, 
Perhaps may tremble, and perhaps may frown. 
Thanks to their rage, my days will happier flow, 
And my joys brighten when a knave's my foe. 
t Yet 
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Yet think not that the mufe, to fpleen reiigh'd* 
Aims monfter-like to fwallow up mankind, 
Bids her keen (hafts with baleful vengeance fly, 
Taint the pure breeze, and poifon half the fky# 
Or fond to fpread deftru&ion thro' the land, 
Exults with Nero as fhe lights the brand 3 
With honeft warmth fhe wiihes to controul 
Each deadly weed that bloflbms on the foul; 
That wildly vigorous mocks at virtue's toil, 
That choaks the felon, and that robs the foil 3 
But fadly cOnfcious that juft heav'n has made 
Each grace to border on its kindred made; 
That in the gem fome fullying vein will run, 
And the difk darken, while there mines a fun ; 
The melting image gains upon her heart, 
And fpite of jaftice half difarms the dart. 

O ! let me then in fable's empire rove, 
When talks the foreft, ahd where laughs the grove j 
Attend the goddefs thro 9 her airy fcene, 
Her pictures borrow, *nd her morals glean* 
Prom wolves and lions draw th' inftru&ive tale, 
And hide the glare of reafon in a veil. 

Bleft be the thought I Here, guiltlefs of offence? 
Difpaffion'd truth may fneer you into fenfe ; 
On vicious men her whole artill'ry play, 
Sublimely grave, or whimfically gay 3 
Thro' the wide world in moral vifion range, 
Glide thro' the court, and Heal upon the 'Change f 
Lull's rampant emprefs keenly-ey'd purfue, 
Or op'ning in her paphos, or the flew. 

Lethargic 
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Lethargic juftice on the bench aflail, 

Sdge the dull fvvord, and poife th' unequal fcalei 

With Rablais' jeft display th' officious knave, t 

In life's mad vortex whirling to the grave ; 

Point at opinion's felf-embroider'd veft, 

Folly's gay plume, and pride's enormous crefr, 

Each frenzy mortify, each vice confound, 

And felf-convi&ion only feel the wound. 

A MONODY 

TO THfc MEMORY OF 

Mrs. MARGARET WOFFINGTON, 

Fiebilis indignos elegia folnte capillos, 

Ab I nimis ex vert nunc tibi nomtn erit* Ovr». 

TH E R E fled the fair, that all beholders charm'd, 
Whofe beauty fir'd us, and whofe (pint warm'd { 
Jn that fad figh th' unwilling breach retir'd; 
Thf grace, the glory of our fcene expir'd ! 
. And fhall (he die, the mufe's rites unpaid, 
No grateful lays to deck her parting (hade f 
While on her bier thtf filler graces mourn, 
And weeping tragedy bedews her urn ? 
While comedy her chearful vein foregoes, . 
And learns to melt with unaccuftom'd woes f 

Accept 
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Accept. (O once admir'd !) thefe artlefs lays ; 
Accept this mite of tributary praife. 
O ! could I paint thee with a matter's hand, 
And give thee alt thy merits could demand j 
Thefe lines fhould glow with true poetic flame,* 
Bright as thy eyes, and faultlefs as thy frame ! 

We mourn'd thy abfence, from our fcene retir'd, 2 
Each longing heart again thy charms defir'd* 
Yet ftill, alas ! we hop'd again to view 
Gurwifh, ourpleafure, ev'ry jajriftyotf! 
Again thy looks might grace the tragic rage; 
Again thy fpirit fill the comic ftage. 
But lo ! difeafe hangs hov'ring o'er thy head ■ 
Dire danger ftalks around thy frighted bed I 
Thofe ftarry eyes have loft each beamy ray; 
A&d ghaflly ficknefs makes the fair her prey ! - .. 

Death fhuts the fcene !— and all our hopes are o'er f 
Thofe beauties now muft glad the fight no more f . 

Say ye, whofe features youthful luftre bloomy 
Whofe lips exhale Arabia's foft perfume, 
Muft ev'ry gift in firent duft be loft, 
No more the wifti of man, or female boaft ? « 
Ah me ! with time muft ev'ry grace be fled I 
She, once the pride of all our ftage, is dead ! 
Clos'd are thofe eyes that ev 9 ry bofom fir'd % 
Pale are thofe charms that ev'ry heart infpir'd ! 
Where now the mien' with majefty e&du'd, 
Which oft furpriz'd a raviih'd audience vicw'd ? 

What forms too oft the tragic fcene difgrace y 
What taftelefi airs the comic fcene deface J 
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Tho' tuneful Cibber ftill the mufe fuftains, 
By nature fram'd to pour the moving drains, 
Tho' from her eye each heart-felt paifion breaks. 
And more than mufic warbles when flie fpeaks ; 
When mall we view again, like thine, conjoint, 
A form angelic and a piercing mind ; 
Alike in ev'ry mimic fcene to fteer, 
The gay, the grave, the lively, and ftvere. 
Thy judgment faw> thy tafte each beauty caught, 
No fenfelefs parrot of the poet's thought! ' 

Thy bofom well cou'd heave with fancy'd woe, . 
And, from thy own, our tears were taught to flow. 
Whcne'er-we view'd the Roman's fullied fame, 
Thy beauty juftify'd the hero's ihame. 
What heart but then muft Anthony approve, 
And own the world was nobly loft for love ? 
What ears cou'd hear in vain thy caufe implor'd, 
When foothing arts appeas'd thy angry lord ? 
Each tender breaft the rough Ventidius blam'd, 
And Egypt gain'd the figh O&avia claim'd. 

Thy eloquence each huih'd attention drew, 
While love ufurp'd the -tears to virtue due. 

See! Phcedra rife majeftic o'er the fcene, 
What raging pangs diffract the haplefs queen ! 
How does thy fenfe the poet's thought refine, 
Beam # thro' each word, and brighten ev'ry line I , 

What nerve, what vigour gfows in ev'ry part, 
While claffic lays appear with clafRc art ! 

Who now can bid the proud Roxana rife, 
With love and anger fparkling in her eyes ? 

S Wh* 
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Who now mall bid her breaft in fury glow, 
. With all the fcmblance of imperial woe ? 
While the big paffion, raging in her reins, 
Would hold the matter of the world in chains : 
But Alexander now forfakes her coaft :— 
And 9 ah ! Roxana is for ever loft ! 

Nor lefs thy pow'r when rigid virtue fcVd 
The chafter bard, and purer thoughts infpir'd : 
What kneeling form appears with ftedfaft eyes, 
Her bofom heaving with devotion's fighs ! 
Tis Ihe I in thee we own the mournful fcene, 
The fair refemblance of a martyr * queen ! 
Here Guido's ikill might mark thy fpeaking frame,, 
And catch from thee the painter's magic flame ! 

Bleft in each art ! by nature form'd to pleafe, 
With beauty, fenfe, with elegance and eafe t 
Whofe piercing genius ftudy'd all mankind, 
All Shakefpear op'ning to thy vig'rous mmd. 
In ev'ry fcene of comic humour kpown; 
In fprig^tly fallies wit was all thy own*. 
Whether you feem'd the cit*s more humble wife ? 
Or (hone in Townley's higher fphere of life : 
Alike thy fpirit knew each turn of wit ; 
And gave new force to all the poet writ* 

Nor was thy worth to public Tcenes confinM* 
Thou knew' ft the nobleft feelings of the mind r. 
Thy ears were ever open to diftrefs ; 
,Thy ready hand was ever ftretch'd to blef»» 

* Lady Jane Grey, A& V. 
' - fc Thy 
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Thy brtaft humane for each unhappy felt ; 
Thy heart for other's forrows prone to melf, 
in vain did envy point her fctirpion fting $ 
In vain did malice fhake her blafting wing : 
Each gen'rous breaft difilain'd th' tfnpleafihg tale, 
And caft o'er ev'ry fault oblivion's veil: 
Confefs'd thro' ev*ry clond, thy deed's to fhine, 
And own'd the virtues of companion thine 1 
Saw mild benevolence her wand difclofe, 
And touch thy heart at ev'ry fufPrer's woes : 
Saw nteek-ey'd charity thy fteps attend, . 
And guide thy hand the wretched to befriend * 
Go, afk the breaft that teems with mournful fighsj 
Who wip'd the forrows from affliction's eyes : 
Go, afk the wretch, in want and .ficknefs laid, 
Whofe goodnefs brighten *d Once misfortune's (hade* 
O ! fnatch me hence to lone fequefter'd fcenes, 
' To arching grottoes and embowering greens ! 
Where fcarce a ray can pierce the dufky fhade, 
Where fcarce a fbotftep marks the dewy glade ; 
Where pale hu'd grief her fecret dwelling keeps.; 
Where the chill blood with lazy horror creeps : 
Where awful filence fpreads her noifelefs wing ; 
And forrow's harp may tune the difmal Jtring.-*- 
Or rather lead my fteps to diftant plains, 
Where doling earth enfolds her laft remains : 
What time the moon difplays her filver beam, 
And groves and floods refleft the milder gleam : 
When contemplation broods with thought profound, 
And fairy vifions haunt the fylvan ground. * 

Si Le ! 



Lo ! fancy now, on airy pinions fpread, 
With (cenes ideal hovers o'er my head. 
I fee ! I fee ! more plcafing themes arife : 
What myftic (hadows flit before my eyes t 
Imagination paints the facred grove, 
The place devote to poefy and love. 
Here grateful poets hail the actors' name, 
And pay the rightful tribute to their fame : 
Around their tomb, in gen'rous forrow, mourn* 
And twine the laurels o'er the favoured urn. 

Mcthinks I view the laft fepulchral frame, 
That bears infcrib'd her much-lamented name. 
See ! to my view the drama's fons difplay'd : 
What laurell'd phantoms croud the awful (hade ! 
Firfl of the choir immortal Shakefpear Sands, 
Whofe fearching eye all nature's fcene commands : 
Bright in his look celeftial fpirit blooms, 
And genius o'er him waves his eagle plumes I 
Next tender Southern, fkill'd the foul to move ; 
And gentle Rowe, who tunes the bread to love. 
The witty Congreve near with fprightly mien : 
And eafy Farquhar with his lighter fcene. 
A num'rous train of bards the flirine furround. 
In tragic drains and comic lore renown'd. 

See ! on the tomb yon penfive form appear, 
Heave the fall figh, and drop the frequent tear :. 
The garments loofe her throbbing bofom (how •» 
Difpcrs'd in air her carelefs trefles flow r 
Round her pale brows a myrtle wreath is fpread* 
A gloomy cyprefs nods above her head. 
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See ! while her hand a folemn lyre fuftai ns, 
Her trembling fingers wake the languid ftrains : 
Soft to the touch the vocal firings reply, 
And tune the notes to anfwer ev'ry figh, 
She (child of grief!) at human mis'ry weeps; 
At ev'ry death her difmal vigil keeps. 
But chief (he mourns, when fate's relentlefs doom 
Gives wit and beauty victims to the tomb. 
Her lays their merits and their lofs proclaim, 
(A mournful taflc !) and elegy her name ! 
Now bending o'er the pile me vents her moan, 
And pours thefe forrows o'er the fenfelefs {tone. 

Ah ! loft, for ever loft ! the breath that warm'd, 
The wit that ravifh'd, and the mien that charm'd ! 
Here fleeps, beneath, the faireft of the fair, 
The graces' darling, and the mufes' care ! . . 

Who once could fix a thoufand gazers eyes, 
Now cold and lifelefs unregarded lies ! 
Who once the foul in bonds of love detain'd, 
Now lies, alas ! in ftronger bonds reftrain'd* , 

Pale death has rifled all her pleafing ftore, 
And Nature loaths a form fo lov'd before ! 
Is there a fair whofe features point the dart, 
Charm the fix'd eye, and fafcinate the heart ? 
Behold what foon difarms the childifh fling, 
And plucks the wanton plume from Cupid's wing : ' 
Then boaft no longer wit's fallacious ftore ; 
The fweets of fprightly converfe boaft no more : ' 

Thbfe lips fo fram'd to each perfuafive art, 
No more fliall touch the ear, • and win the heart ! 

S3 Let 
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Let beauty here her transient bleffing weigh \ * 
Let humble wit her pitying tribute pay ; 
Let female grace vouchfafe the kindly tear ; 
Wit, grace, and beauty, once were cepter'd here I 
Ye facred bards, who tun'd the drama's lays, 
Here pay yourincenfe of diftingniih'd praife ! 
She gav« your feenes with ev'ry grace to fhine j 
She gave new feeling to the nervous lirfe; 
Her beauties well fupply'd each tragic lore, 
And ihew'd thofe charms your mufe but feign'd before I 
#Here round her flirine your votive wreaths bellow, 
Around her fhrine eternal greens fhall grow. 
The lift'ning groves fhall learn her name to fing; 
And zephyrs waft it on their downy wing ; 
Till ev'ry fhade thefe doleful founds return, 
And cv'ry gale in fallen dirges mourn ! 

The mourner ends with fighs ; her hand me rears. 
And with her veftttre dries the gu filing tears. 
Behold each bard the foft contagion feels ; 
From ev'ry eye the trickling farrow fteals. 
See 1 Nature's fqn lament her haplefs doom, 
See ! Shakefpear bending o'er his fav'rite's tomb* 
Each Jhadowy form declines his awful head, 
And fcattersro(es on the fun'ral bed. 
In flow proceffion round the fhrine they move, 
And chant her praifes thro' the tuneful grov4> 

Farewel the glory of a wondring age. 
The fecond Qldfield of a finking ftage ! 
Farewel the boaft and envy of thy kind, 
A female fojftnefs, and a manly mind ! 

long 



Long as ifce mufes can record thy praife, 
Thy fame mall laft to far fucceeding days : 
While wit furvives, thy name fhall ever bloom, 
And wreaths unfading flourifh round thy tomb ! 
While thus I tune the plaintive notes in vain, 
For her, whofe worth demands a nobler drain';' 
Lo ! to my thought . fome warning, genius cries : 
Attempt not, fwain, beyond* thy flight to rife. 
Shall thy weak (kill attempt to raife our woes, 
Or paint a lofs that ev'ry bofom know* ? 
'Tis not thy lays can teach us tears to fli*d; 
What eye refrains ? — for Woffington is dead ! 

The C U- R E op S A U L. 

. A & A C R E D O D E» . 

BY D*. BRO-WN, 

" TTENGEANCEi arife from thy infernal bed,. 
V « And pou* thy tempeft on his guilty head !" 
Thus heavVs decree, in thunder's found, 
Shook the dark abyfs profound.— > 
The unchainM furies come ! 
Pale melancholy ftalks from hell : 
TV abortive offspring of her womb, 
Defpair and Anguhh, round her yell. 

S4 By 
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By fleeplefc terror Saul poJJTefs'4, 
peep feels the. fiend within his tortur'd breaft, 
. Midnight fpe&res round him Ijowl : 
Before his eyes 
In troops they rife, 
And feas of horror overwhelm his foul, 

Hafie ; to Jeffe's fon repair : 
He beft can fweep the lyre, 
Wake the folemn founding air^ 
And lead the vocal choir : 
On ev'ry firing foft-breathing raptures dwell. 
To footh the throbbings of the troubled breaft ; 
Whofe magic voice can bid the tides of paffion fwelL 
Or lull the raging ftorm to reft. 

Sunk op hfs coucfc, And loathing day. 
The heav'n-forfaken monarch lay : 
To the fad couch the fhepherd now drew near ; 
And 9 while th* obedient choir flood round, 
Prepar'd to catch the foul-commanding found, 
He dropp'd a gen'rous tear.— 
. Thy pitying aid, O God, impart ! 

For lo, thy potfon'd arrows drink his heart I 

t 

The mighty jfong frojn CJiaos rofe.— 
Around his throne the formlefs atoms fleep, 
And drowfy darknefs broods upon the deep.— 
Confuiion, wake! 
Bid the realms of Chaos fhake ! 
Roufe him from his dread repofc !-— 



Hark! 



Bark ! loud 4Ucord breaks her chain : 
The hoftile atoms clafh with deaPning roar : 
Her hoarie voice thunders through the drear domain, 
And kindles ev'ry element to war.— . 

** Tumult ceafe ! 

*' Sink to peace 1 
«« Let there be light !"— Th> Almighty faid ; 

And lo, the radiant fun, 

Flaming from his orient bed, 

His endlefs courfe begun. 

See, t^e twinkling Pleiads rife : 
Thy ftar, Orion, reddens in the ikies : 

While flow around the northern plain, 
Ardlurus wheels his mighty wane. 

Thy glories, too, refulgent moon, he fung ; 

Thy myftic mazes, and thy changeful ray ; 
O faircft of the ftarry throng ! 
Thy folemn orb of light 
Guides the triumphant car of night 

O'er filver clouds, and fheds a fofter day ! 

Ye planets, and each circling conftellation, 
In fongs harmonious tell your generation ! 
Oh, while yon radiant feraph turns the fpheres, 
And on the ftedfaft pole-ftar Hands fublime ; 

Wheel your rounds 

To heay'nly founds ; 
•And footh his fong-inchanted ears 

With your celeftial chime. 
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In dumb furprize the lift'ning monarch lay ; 
(His woe fufpended by fweet mufic's fway ;) 
And awe-ftrnck, with uplifted' eye 
Idus'd on the new-born wonders of the fky. 

Lead the foothing verfe along : 

He feels, he feels the pow'r of fong.— * 

Ocean haftens to his bed : 
The Iab'ring mountain rears his rock-encumber'd head ; 

Down his fteep and fhaggy fide 

The torrent rolls his thund'ring tide ; 
Then fmooth and clear, along the fertile plain 
Winds his majeftic waters to the diflant main. ' 

Flocks and herds the hills adorn : 

The lark, high-foaring, hails the morn. 
And while along yon-crimfon-clouded fteep 
The flow fun fteals into the golden deep, 

Hark I the folemn nightingale 

Warbles to the woodland dale. 
See, descending angels fhow'r 

Heaven's own Wifs on Eden's bow'r : 

Peace on Nature's lap repofes ; 

Fleafure ftrews her guiltlefs rofes : 

Joys divine in circles move, ^ 

Link'd with innocence and love. 
Hail, happy love., with innocence combin'd! 
All hail, ye finlefs parents of mankind ! 

They pans' d :— the monarch, proftrate cm his bed, 
Submiflive bow'd his head ; 

% Ador'd 
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Ador'd the works of boundfcfs pow*r divine: 
Then, anguifh-ftruck, he cry'd (and fmote his bread) 
Why, why is peace the welcome gueft 
Of ev'iy heart but mine ! 

Now let the folemn numbers flow, 
Till he feel that guilt is woe. 

Heav'nly harp, in mournful drain 

O'er yon weeping, bow'r complain : 

What founds of bitter pangs I hear! 

What lamentations wound mine ear ! 
In vain, devoted pair, thefe tears ye fhed : 

Peace with innocence is fled. 

The meflengers of grace depart : 

Death glares, and makes the dreadful dart I 
,Ah, whither fly ye, by yourfelves abhorr'd, 
To fhun that frowning cherub's fiery fword ?— 

Lo! 

Haplefs, haplefs pair, 

Goaded by defpair, 

Forlorn, thro* defart climes "they go 1 
Wake, my lyre ! can pity fleep, 
When heav'n is mov'd, and angels weep 1 

Flow, ye melting numbers, Sow ; 

Till He feel, that guilt is woe.— 

The king, with pride, and (hame, and anguUh torn, 
Shot fury from his eyes, and fcanu 
The glowing youth,. 
Jold in truth, 
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(So ftill mould virtue guilty pow'r engage) 

With brow undaunted met his rage. 
See, his cheek kindles into gen'fous fire : 

Stern, he bends him o'er his lyre ; 

And, while the doom of guilt he fings, 

Shakes horror front the tortur'd firings. 
What founds of terror and diitrefc 
Rend yon howling wildemefs ! 

The dreadful thunders found ; 
The forked lightnings flaih along the ground. 

Why yawns that deep'ning gulph below ?— 

*Tis for heav'n's rebellious foe :— 

Fly, ye fons of Ifrael, fly, 

Who dwells in Korah's guilty tents muft die !— « ■ 

They fink J— Have mercy, Lord 1-^-Their cries 

In dreadful tumult rife. 
Hark, from the detp their loud laments I hear ! 

They leflen now, and leflen on the ear ! 
Now, deftrudlion's flrife is o'er! 

1 

The countlefs hoft 
For ever loll ! 
The gulph 16 clos'd !— -Their cries are heard no more !— 

But oh, my lyre, what accents can relate 
Sinful man's appointed fate ! 

He comes, he comes ! th' avenging God ! 

, Clouds and darknefs round him row! : 

Tremble, earth! Ye mountains, nod! 

He bows the ikies, and ihakes the pole. 

The 
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The gloomy banners of his wrath unfurl'd, 
He calls the floods, to drown a guilty world: 
" Ruin, lift thy baneful head; 
" Rouze the guilty world from fleep : 
" Lead up thy billows from their cavern'd bed, 
" And burft the rocks that chain thee in the cleep.~ 
Now, th' impetuous torrents rife ; 
The hoarfe-afcending deluge roars : 
Down rufli the cataracts from the (hies ; ' 

The fwelling waves overwhelm the mores. 
Juft, O God, is thy decree ! n 
Shall guilty man contend with thee ! 
Lo, hate and envy, fea-intomb'd, 
And rage with lull in ruin fleep ; 
And fcoffing luxury is doom'd 
To glut the vaft and rav'nous deep!— 
In vain from fate th' aftomihM remnant flies :— 
" Shrink, ye rocks ! Ye oceans, rife I"— 
The tott'ring cliffs no more the floods controul ; 

Sea following fea ingulphs the ball : 
O'er the funk hills the watry mountains roll, 

And wide deftru&ion fwallows all! — 
Now fiercer let th* impaflion'd numbers glow; 
Swell the fong, ye mighty choir ( 
Wiii£ your dreadful darts with fire ! 
Hear «me, monarch !— Guik is woe !— 

Thus while the frowning fhepherd pour'cLalong 
The deep impetuous torrent of his fong ; 

Saul, flung by dire defpair, ' , . . 

GnafhM hi§ teeth, and tore his hair : 

From 
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Prom his blood, by horror chill'd* 

A cold and agonking fwcat difHU'd : 

Then, foaming with unutterable fmart. 
He aim'd a dagger at his heart* 
His watchful train prevent the blow ; 

And call each lenient balm, to footh his frantic woe t 
But pleasM, the fhepherd now beheld 
His pride by heavVs own terrors quell'd $ 
Then bade his potent lyre coi:trOUl 
The mighty dorm that rent his foul. 

Ceafe your cares : the body's pain 

A iweet relief may find : 
But gums and lenient balms are vain 

To heal the wounded mind* 

Come, fair Repentance, from the ikies* 

O fainted maid, with upcaft eyes ! 

Defcend in thy celeftial fhrowd, 

Veiled in a weeping cloud I N 

Holy guide, defcend, and bring 

Mercy from th' eternal king! 

To his foul your beams impart, 

And whifper comfort to his heart !— 

They come : O king, thine ear incline : 
Liften to their voice divine : 
Their voice ihall ev'ry pang compofe, 
To gentle forrow footh thy woes ;* 
Till each pure wifli to heav'n ihall foar, 
And peace return, to part no more ! 
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Behold, obedient to their great command, 
The lifted dagger quits his trembling hand : 

Smooth'd is his brow, where Allien care 
And furrow'd horror couch'd 'with fell defpair : 

No more his eyes with fary glow ; 
But heav'nly grief fucceeds to hell-born woe. 

See, the figns of grace appear : 

See the foFt relenting tear 

Trickling at fweet mercy's call ! 

Catch it, angels, ere it fall ! 

And let the heart-fent offering rife, 

HeavVs beft-accepted facrifice ! — 

Yet, yet again ? — Ah fee, the pang returns ; 
Again- with inward fire his heaving bofom burns! 

Now, fhepherd, wake a mightier ftrain ; 
s Search the deep, heart-rending pain ; 

Till the large floods of forrow roll,. 

And quench the tortures of his foul. 
Almighty Lord, accept his pang fincere ! 
Let heav'nly hope difpel each dark temptation t 

And, while he pours the penitential tear, 
O viiit him with thy falvatioa !— 

Stoop from heav'n, ye raptur'ct throng i 

Sink, ye fwelling tides of ibng. ! 
For lo I diflblv'd by munVs melting pow'r, 
Celeftial forrow rolls her plenteous fhow'r. 
O'er his wan cheek the colour* rife, 
And beams of comfort brighten in his eyes. 
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Happy king, thy woes are o'er f 

Thy God (hall wound thy foul no more : 

The pitying Father of mankind 

Meets the pure-returning mind. 
Now lowly let tie ruftic meafure glide 
To quell the dark remains of felf-confnming pride j 
Till nature's home-fprung bleflings. he confefs, 
Amd own that calm content is happinefs. — 
Te woods^ and lakes, ye cliffs and mountains* 
Haunted grots, and living fountains I 

liflen to your (hepherd's lay, 
Whofe artlefs carols clofe the day. 
Bounding kids around him throng ; 
The deep rock echoes back his fong : 
While all unfeen to mortal eye, 
Sliding down the evening fky* 
Holy peace, tho' born above, 

1 

Daughter of innocence and love, 

Quits her throne and manfion bright, 

Her crown of (tars and robe of light, 

Serene, in gentle fmiles array 'd, 

To dwell beneath his. palm-tree (hade* 

Hail, meek angel I awful gueft t 

Still pour thy radiance o'er my breafl: I 

Pride and hate in courts may ihine : 

The (hepherd's calm and blamelefs tent is thine !— 
Softly, foftly breath your numbers ; 
And wrap "his weary 'd foul in (lumbers ! 

Gentle deep, becalm his breaft, 

And clofe his eyes in healing reft I 

Defcend 



Defcend, celeftial vifions, ye who wait, 

God's minift'ring pow'rs, at heavVs eternal gate ! 
Ye, who nightly vigils keep. 
And rule the filent realms of fleep; 
Exalt the juft to joys re£n'd 9 
And plunge' in wee the guilty mind, 
Defcend ! — Oh, waft him to the ikies, 
And open all heav'n's glories to his eyes ! 

Beyond jron ftarry roof, by feraphs trod, 

Where light's unclouded fountains blaze 3 
Where choirs immortal hymn their God* 

Intranc'd in ecftafy of ceafelefs praife< 
Angels, heal hi& anguiifi ! 
Your harps and voices join ! 
His grief to bliis fball languish* 
When footh'd by founds divine. 

Jiehold, with dawning joy eaeh feature glows! 

See, the blifsful tear o'crflows !— 
The fiend is fled ! — Let mufic's rapture rife 2 
Now harmony* thy ev- ry nerve employ* : 
Shake the dome, and pierce the ikies : 
Wake him, wake him into joy.— ± 

What pow'r can ev'ry paffion's throe cdritroul ? 

What pow'r can boafl the charm divine 

To ftill the tempeft of the flrol ? 
Celeftial harmony, that mighty charm is thine ! 
fihe, heav'nly-bora* came down to vifit earthy 

When from God's eternal throne 
The beam of all-creative wifdom fhone, 

Amdipake fair order into birth* 

T 
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At wifdom's call fhe robed yon glitt'ring Ikies,' 
Attun'd the fpheres, and taught confenting orbs to rife, 

Angels wrapt in wonder Hood, 
And few that all Was fair, and all was good. 

'Twas then, ye fons of God, in bright array 

Ye fhouted cfer creation's day : 

Then kindling into joy. 

The morning liars together fung ; 

And thro' the vail etherial Iky 

Seraphic hymns and loud hofennahs rung. 

• < 

* * 

ODE to the GENIUS of SHAKESPEARE. 

B.Y.c}:QftN OGILV1E, M. A„ 

* 

: I. i. 

RAPT from th;e glance of inortal eye, 
Say, burfts thy genius to the world of light! 
Seeks it yon ftar-belpangled fky ? 
Or lkims it's fields with: rapid flight $ 
Or mid' yon plains where fancy ftrays. 
Courts it the balmy-breathing gale f 
Or where the violet pale 
Droops o'er the green-embroidered ftffeam f 
Or where young zephyr ftirs the ruffling {prays, 
Lies all diflblvM in fairy dream I 



i 



O'er yon bleak defert's unfrequented round 

See'ft thou where nature treads the deepening, gloom, 

Sits on yon hoary tow'r with ivy crownM, 

Or wildly wails o'er thy lamented tomb ; - • 

Hear 'ft thou the fejemn mafic wind along? 

Or thrills the warbling note iathy mellifluous fong? • 

Oft while on earth 'twas tkine to rove 

Where'er the wild-ey'd goddefs ldv'd to roam, 

To trace ferene the gloomy grove, 

Or haunt meek quiet's fun pie dome ; 

Still hovering round the Nine appear, 

That pour the foul-tranfporting drain ; 

Join'd to the loves gay train, 

The loofe-rob'd graces crown'd with flow'rs, * - 

The light-wing'd gales that* lead the vernal year,* 

And wake the rofy-featur'd. hours. 

O'er all bright fancy's beamy radiance {hone* 

How flam'd thy bofom as her charms reveal V 

Her fire-clad eye fublime, her ftarry zone, 

Her trefles loofe that wanton'd on the gale ; 

On thee the goddefs fix'd her ardent Jook, 

Then from her glowing lips thefe melting accents bro£c» 

*« To thee, my favourite fon, belong 
The lays that ileal the liilening hour^ 
To pour the rapture-darting fong, 
To paint gay hope's elyfian bower. 
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u From nature's hand to fnatch the dart, 
** To tleave with pangs the bleeding heart; 
u Or lightly fweep the trembling ftring, 
u And call the loves with purple wing 
•* From the blue deep, where they dwell 
" With Naiads in the pearly celli 
" Soft on the fea-born goddeft gaze * ; 
u Or in the loofe robe's floating maze 
*• Diflblv'd in downy ilumbers reft ; 
** Or flutter o'er her panting breafh 
" 6r wild to melt the yielding foul, 
" Let forrow cl£d in fable dole 

Slow to thy mufing thought appear ; 

Or penfive pity pale; 
u Or love's defponding tale 
«• Call from th' intender'd hejut the fympathetic tear," 

II. i. 
Say, whence the magic of thy mind ? 
Why thrills thy mufic on the fprings of thought ? 
Why, at thy pencil's touch refin'd, 
Starts into life, the glowing draught I 
On yonder fairy carpet laid, 
Where beauty pours eternal bloom. 
And zephyr breathes perfume ; 
There nightly to the tranced eye 
frofufe the radiant gtfddefs flood difplay'd, 
^/7ith all her fmilihg offspring nigh. 
Sudden the mantling cliff, the arching wood, 
The broider'd mead, the landfkip, and the- grove, - 

• Venus # 
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Mills, vales, and iky»dipt Teas, and torrents rude, 
Grots, rills, and (hades, and bowers that breath'd of love, 
All burft to light ! — while glancing on the view,. 
Titania's fporting train brufh'd lightly o'er the dew. 

The pale-cy'd genius of the fhade 
Led thy bold ftep to Prober's .magic bower ; 
Whofe voice the howling winds obey'd, 
Whofe dark fpeJl chain'd the rapid hour : 
. Then rofe ferene the fea-girt ifle ; . " ""• 

Gay fcenes by fancy's touch /eftn'i 
Glow'd to the mufing mind ; 
Such vifions blefs the hermit's d^eam. 
When hov'ring angels prompt his placid finHe, 
Or paint foitie high ecllatic t^eme. 
Then flam'd Miranda on th' enraptur'd gaze, 
Then fail'd bright Ariel on the bat's fleet wing : 
Or ftarts the lift'ning throng in ftHl amaze ! 
The wild note trembling on th' aerial firing'! 
The form in heav'n's refplendent vefture gay 
Floats on the mantling cloud, and pours the melting lay*. 

P lay me near yon limpid ftream, 
Whofe murmur fooxhs the ear of woej . 
There in fome fweet poetic dream 
.Let fancy's bright Elyf^um glow! 

v * Ariel : fee the Tejnjefc 

T 3 Tia 
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*Tis done :— o'er all the blufttin'g mead 

The. dark wood fhakes his cloudy head? 

Below, the lily-fringed dale 

Breathes its mild fragrance on the gale ; 

While in paftime all-u.nfeen, 

Titaniarob'd in mantle green 

Sports on the moffy bank : — her train 

Skims light along the gleaming plain ; 

Or to the flutt'ring breeze unfold 

The blue wing ftreak'd with beamy gold $ 

Its pinions opening to the light : — 

Say, burfb the vifion on my fight ? 

Ah, no ! by Shakefpear's pencil drawn 

The beauteous fhapes appear ; 

While mock-eyed Cynthia near 

Illujnes with ftreaniy ray the filver-mantled lawn % 

III. I. 
But hark ! : the tejnpeft howls afar ! 
Burfts the loud whirlwind o'er the pathlefs walle I 
What cherub blows the trump of war ? 
. What demon rides the ftormy blaft ? 
Red from the lightning's livid blaze. 
The bleak heath rufhes on the fight ; 
Then wrapt in fudden night 
Diffolves.— But ah ! what kingly form 
Roams the lone defart's defolated mazef ! 
Unaw'd ! nor heeds the fweeping florm. 

* See the Mid&mmer's Nighty Dream, 
f Lear* 

Yf 
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Ye pale-ey'd lightnings fpare the cheek of age ! 
Vain wilh ; — though anguifh leav.es the burfting groan. 
Deaf as the flint, the marble ear of rage 
Hears not the mourner's unavailing moan : 
Heart-pierc'd he bleeds, and flung with wild 4efpair 
Bares his time-hlailed head, and tears Jus filver hair; 

III. 2. 
to ! on yon long-refounding more, 
Where the rock totters o'er the headjeng deep ; 
What fantoms bathed in infant gore 
Stand muttering on the dizzy deep \ 
Their murmur ihakes the zephyr's wingj 
The ftorm obeys their pow'rful fpell ; 
See, from his gloomy cell ' 
fierce winter ftarts ! his fcowling eye 
Bloats the fair mantle of the breathing fpring, 
And lowers along the ruffled fqr. 
To the deep vault the yelling harpiec run % 
Its yawning mouth receives th' inferna c/ew. 
Dim thro' the. black gloom winks the glimmering fu#$ 
And the pale furnace gleams with brimftone blue. 
Jiell howls: and fiends that join the dire acclaim 
Dance on the bubbling tide, and point the livid flame, 

in. 3. 

But ah ! on Arrow's cyprefs bough 
^an bfauty breathe her genial bloom ? 
On death's cold cheek will paffioji glow £ 
Pr mufic warble from the tomb I 

• \ 

, * The witthei in- Macbeth,. 

T4. • There 
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There fleep* the bard, whofe tuneful tongue 
Pour'd the full dream of mazy fong. 
Young fpring, with lip of ruby, here 
Showers from her lap the bluftung yea/ ; 

* a ■ 1 

While along the turf reclin'd, 

The loofe wing fwimming on the wind, 

The loves with forward gefture bold, 

Sprinkle the fod with fpangling gold ; 

And oft the blue-eyed graces trim 

Dance lightly round on downy limb ; 

Oft too, when eve demure and dill 

Chequers the grpen dale's purling rill, 

Sweet fancy pours the plaintive drain, 

Or wrapt in Toothing dream, 

By Avon's ruffled dream. 

Hears the low-murmuring gale that dies alp rig the plaip, 

LAURA; qr, the COMPLAINT. 

A N E L E G Y. 

>y JAMESMARRI OT, h. L. D. 

YE groves, with yenerable n>9fs array?d,^ . . 
That o'er yon caverns dretch your pendent ihade, 
Where facred Jilence lulls the rural vale, 
And love in whifpers tells his tender tale ; 
Ye lonely rocks, ye dreams that ever flow, 
Sail as my tears, and conftant as my woe, 

■•• • ' ' ?i 
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To you behold the wretched Laura flies, ' 

/ind haunts thofe feats from whence her. forrows rife; 

Where, loft to love, how often has fhe flray'd ? 

$Vhen the fond lover led his blulhing maid, 

When his foft lips, too eloquent his art, 

four'd the warm wifh, and breath'd out all his heart* 

Ah, once lov'd feats ! your pleating fcenes are o'er. 
Nor can ypu pharm, fince he can love no more ; 
Though ffmile your la,wns with vernal glories crown'd, 
^n vain gay nature paints th* enamel'd ground ; 
While through your folitary paths I rove, 
A prey to grief, to ficknefs, and to love. 
Tho' gentle zephyrs fan the bending bow'rs, 
Tho* breathes the incenfe of your op*ning flowers, 
Nor op'ning flowers; nor gentle zephyrs charm, 
Nor beauteous fcenes a grief like mine difarm * 
Fade ey'ry .flower, and languilh ev'ry fcnfe, 
Ye have no fweets for fall'n innocence. 

Torn by remprfe, fad victim of defpair, 
Where fhall I turn ? or where addrefs my prayer? 
Far as the morn its early beam difplays, 
Or where the ftar of ev'ning darts its rays; . 
Far as wide earth is ftretch'd, or oceans roll, 
Where blow the winds, or heav'n invefts the pole, - 
In vain my fluttering foul would wing its way ; 
Stern care purfues, where'er the wretched ftray. 

Soft God of fleep, whofe ever-peaceful reign 
Lulls earth, and heav'n, and all th' extended main, 
Pow'rful to give the Jab'ring heart to reft, 

To wipe the tear, and heal the wounded breafl, 
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Say, by what crime offended, flies f^om me, 

Invok'd, thy onpropitious deity ? 

Or dooms, on racks of wildeft fancy torn, 

In dreams my agonizing foul to mourn ? • . 

Why am I oft on angry billows toft, * 

Now in fome wide and dreary defart loft ? 

Why yet in life infernal tortures feel, 

Bound by fierce demons to fome rapid wheel r 

Now feem to climb, while hills on hills arife, 

In vain : or fall in tempefts from the fkies, 

Tread burning plains, or fwim in feas of fire, 

Juft reach the fhore, then fee the fhore retire ? 

As oft, dear youth ! thy pleaiing form appears ; 

I ftretch my arms, and wake diflblv'd in tears ; 

Yet waking fancy all that lofs fupplies, 

And fiill I view thee with a lover's eyes ; 

Entranc'd, in thought, o'er all thy charms I gaze,' 

See thy bright eyes diffufe their foftefl rays, 

Hang on thy hand, or on thy breaft reclin'd, 

Play with thy locks that waver with the wind, 

Joy in thy joy, or in thy forrows join* 

And on thy lips my fpirit mix with thine.. 

Now o'er dark wilds, or rugged rocks we ftray, 

Love lights the gloom, and fmooths the dreary way ; 

Now on foft banks our weary limbs repofe, 

Where cv'ry flower of vernal beauty glows $ 

But light as air each pleafmg vifion flew, 

Swift as the fun difpels the morning dew ; 

While with the 4ay returns the fenfe of woe, 

We wake more wretched when the cheat we know. 

Imagination I 
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Imagination ! miftrefs of the foul, - 
What powers unfeen the aftive mind controuljr 
And nil the waking thought, or bufy fleep ? 
When not a breeze difturbs the tranquil deep, 
Jtfor lofty pines through all the foreft move, 
Why ftir the motions of refiftlefs love ? 

Urg'd by the golden morn the night recedes, 
And year to year in changeful courfe fucceeds $ 
Nor night, nor morn, nor years, to me reftorc 
The peace which Laura's heart poiTefs'd before; 
Involv'd in clouds one darkfome fcene I view ; 
Pleed the fame wounds, and all my pains renew. 

O boaft of Laura's long forgotten praiie t 
Paft are the triumphs of my happier days, 
When plac'd fupreme on beauty's radiant throne, 
J faw with confeious pride each heart my own ; 
Where'er I turn'd a thoufand nymphs, admir'd; 
Whene'er I # fmiPd a thoufand fwains cxpir'd: 
I fpoke, 'twas muiic dwelt upon my tongue J 
I mov'd a goddefs, and an angel fung. 
My carelefs fteps in joys were taught to rove ; 
Each voice was Hatt'ry, and each look was love ; 
But beauty's power, too mighty long to laft, 
Fled on the wings of rapid time, is paft. 

As fome proud vefTcl to the profperous gale 
Her dreamer waves, and fpreads the filken fttil, 
While filver oars to flutes foft breathing fweep 
With meafur'd ftrokes the fcarcely heaving deep, 
But foon tempefluous clouds the fcene deform, 
^nd the loud furge remurmurs to the ilorm: 
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Thus' big with hope, from dark fufpicion free, 
I fail'd with tranfport on life's fummer fea ; 
The gay attendants of my happy ftate, 
The fmiles, the graces 'round were feen to wait, 
And all the moments, as they fwiftly flew, 
ShowVd down foft joy, and pleafures ever new. 
How chang'd this fleeting image of a day ! 
How fcts in awful gloom the ev'ning ray ! 
, While, fixt on earth her eye in fad fufpence, 
Pours the deep figh, inceflant penitence. 

If youthful charms decay with age or pain, 
Beauty, thy crowded worfhippcrs how vain ! 
Why then fuch crowds of incenfe round afcend ? 
Why proftrate monarchs at thy altars bend ? 
Why earth's and ocean's mighty bounds /xplore 
At once to win thee, and increafe thy pow'r ? 
Let fad example rea fan's dictates aid ; 
Here fee what ruin grief and love have made ; 
E'en love, who lives by beauty's fmiles careft, 
Baflcs in her eyes, and wantons on her breaft, 
With cruel force the fatal fhaft employs, 
And foeneft what he mod adores deftroys. 

How cold I feel life's idle current npjy, 
Where once the dancing ipirits lov'd to glow ! 
No more thefe eyes with youthful rapture mine, 
Nor cheeks, foft bluming, fpeak a warmth divine ; 
Graceful no more amid the feftive dance 
My fteps with eafy dignity advance, 
And all the glofly locks, whoic^ ringlets fpread 
O'er my fair neck, the honours of my head, 

Ceafe 
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Ceafc the neat labours of my hand to know; 
111 fuits the care of elegance with woe ! 

Why did not Nature, when ihe gave to charm, 
With unrelenting pride my bofom arm t 
Why was my foul its tender pity taught. 
Each foft affection, and each gen'rous thought f 
Hence fpring my forrows, hence with iighs I prove, 
How feeble woman, and how fierce is love. 

In unavailing ftreams my tears are ihed ; 
Sad Laura's blifs is with Lorenzo fled. ■ 
For thee, falfe youth, was ev'ry joy refignM, 
Young health, fweet peace, and innocence of mind ; 
Are thefe the conftant vows thy tongue profeft, 
When firft thy arms my yielding beauties preft? 
Thus did thy kifs difpel my empty fears ? 
Or winning voice delight my raptur'd ears f 
Thus fwore thy lips by ocean, earth, and iky's • 
By hell's dread pow'rs, and heav'ns all-piercing eye J 
Yawns not the grave for thee ? why fleeps the ftorm 
To blaft thy limbs, and rend thy perjur'd form ? 
tJnmov'd, O faithlefs, canft thou hear my pain, 
Like the proud rocks which brave th' uawearied main f 
Sooner the ihipwreck'd pilot (hall appeafe 
With iighs the howling winds, with tears the feas, 
Than Laura's pray'rs thy heart unfeeling move, 
O loft to fame, to honour, and to love ! 
l^urft in dark caverns on fome mountain wild: 
To cruel manhood grew the darling child, 
No female bread fupplied thy infant food, 
But tygers growling o'er their favage brood. 

Cuit'4 
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Curs'd he that fatal hour thy charms were /ecu, 

While yet this mind was guiltlefs, and ferene. 

With thee, faMe man, I urg'd my hafty flight. 

And darM the horrors of tempestuous night ; 

Nor fear'd, with thee, through plains unknown to rovej 

Deaf to the dictates of paternal love. 

In vain for me a parent's tears were fhed, 

And to the grave defcends his hoary head. 

When at my feet entranced my lover' lay, 
And pour'd in tender fighs his foul away, 
Fond, foolifh heart ! to think the tale divine !* 
Why ftarted not my hands when jpreft in thine ? 
Too well rememb'rance paints the fatal hour' 
When love, great conqueror, fummon'd all his pow'r; 
When bolder grown, your glances flafh'd with fire, 
And your pale lips all trembled with defire ; - 
Sack to my heart my blood tumultuous flew, 
From ev'ry pyre diftilTd the chilling dew, 
Whet fhame prefaging (poke each future pain, 
And flruggling virtue arm'd my foul in vain* 
T5ut O ! let iilence all my weaknefs veil, 
And burning blufhes only tell the tale. 

Ah, faithleft man ! and thou more wretched maid* 
To guilt, and grief, and mifery betrayed ! 
Tar flies- thy lover to fame diftant plain; 
Now cleaves- his bounding bark the peaceful main $ 
Avenging heaven, that heard the vows he fwore, 
Bid howl theblack'ning ftorm, and thunder roar, 
Till waves on waves in tumbling mountains roll, 
Now fink to hell, and now afeend the pole; 
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Then On fame plank o'er foaming' billows borne, 
Trembling, his perjar'd faith the wretch Jhali mourn, 
But mourn in vain i his vig'rous 'arm fhall fail, 
Guilt fink him-down, and angrjnheayen prevail; \... 
No friendly hand to earth his limbs oonvjey, 
But dogs arid vfflttires tear the bloated prey. 

Yet, ah ! fond heart ! avert, -kted heavhi, the fboke* 
My heart denies what trembling. lips have fpeke 
The varying acotnts real nature prove, 
And only lhew-how wild a thing is loye* 
Go, much lov'tf youth* with ev'ry bleiEng crown'd* ..' - 

And Laura's wiihes ever guard tttce roun4^ / 
Me to the fllent fliades and fad retreat, . 

Where love's expiring flames forget their heat, ' 
Death woes, all-poweiful : ere he parts the clew, 
Once more thy Laura bids .her love adieu ; 
Bids health and affluence every falifs afford ; 
Bids thee be lpV'd, be happy, andidor'dj 
In eafe, in mirth glide each glad- hour away ; 
No pain to fpot thy fortune's cloodleis day; . 
Nor figh to fwell, no tear to flow for me : 
O grant heav'n all ; but grant thee coallancy- 

Yet from my hand this laft addrefs receive. 
This laft addrefs is all tjiar Band' cai} give. 
In vain thy bark with (pfeading caikvas flies, 
Jf fhefe fad lines (hall meet thy confeious eyes, 
And, taught with winning eloquence to move, 
The winds and waters waft the voice of love ; 
That voice, O grant what dying lips implore, 
A&8 tut one tear from thee ; and afks no more. 

Thea 
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Then, world* farewel ; farewel life's fond defire** 
Fal£ flattering hopes, and love's tormenting fires. - 
Already, death, before my clofmg eyes 
Thy airy, forms and glimin'ring {hades arife. 
Hark ! hear I not for me yon' pafling bell 
Toll forth, with frequent paufe, its fallen Jcncll ? 
W^jts not for me yon 1 fexton on his fpadl, 
Blythe whittling o'er the grave his toil has made ? 
Say, why in lengthen'd pomp yon' fable train. 
With meafur'd fteps, flow ftalk along the plain 1 
Say, why yon' hearfe with fading flow'rs is crown'd* 
And midnight gales the deep-mouth'd dirge refound ? 
Hail, fitter worms, and thou my kindred duft, 
Secure to you, my weary limbs 1 truft. 
Dim burns life's Jamp ; O Death I thy work complete* 
Aid give my foul to gain her latt retreat. 
Such as before the birth of nature fway'd, 
Ere fpringing light the firft great word obey'd, 
Let filence reign— come, fate, exert thy might ; 
And darknefs wrap me in eternal night ! 
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The SEASONS. 

IN IMITATION OF SPENCER; 

fcY MOSES MENDBZ, Et<^ 

SPRING. 

. Annuus agricolis ordo breviorque laborum 

Summa mihi tradenda. Pnedium RilfHcunjj 

ERE yet I fing the round-revolving year, 
And fhow the toils and paftime of the (Wain* 
At * Alcon's grave I drop a pious tear ; 
Right well he knew to raife his learned ftrain, 
And, like his Milton, fcorn'd the rhiming chain*, 
Ah ! cruel fatej to tear him from onr eyes ; 
Receive his Wreath, albe the tribute's vain, 
From the green fod may flowers immortal rife, 
To mark the facred (pot where the fweet poet lies* 

It is the cuckoo that annOunceth Jpring, 
And with his f wreakful tale the fpoufe doth fiaj * 
Mean while the finches harmlefs ditties fing, 
And hop, in buxom youth, from {pray to ipray f 
; Proud as Sir Paridcl of Jrith array* 
The little wantons that draw Venus' team 
Chirp am'rous thro' the grove in beavies gay ; 
And he, who erft gain'd Leda's fond efleem, 
Now fail'd on Thamis* tide, the glory of the ftreamt 

* The late Mr* Thomfwu f Revengeful* 

U ftorf 
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Frond as the Turkiih foldan, chaunticleer 
Sees, with delight, his numerous race around ; 
He grants, freiti favours to each female near ; 
For love as well as cherifaunce renQwn'd. 
The waddling dame that did the Cauls confound, 
Hor tawny fons doth lead to rivers cold ; 
While Juno's * dearling, with znajeftic bound, 
To charm his f lcrrian doth his train unfold, 

That glows with vivid green, that flames with burning gold. 

• 

The balmy cowflip gilds the fmiling plain, 

The virgin fnow-drop boafts her filver hue, 

An hundred tints the gaudy daify ftain, 

And the meek violet, in amis blue, 

Creeps low to earth, and hides from public view : 

But the rank nettle rears, her creft on high ; 

So ribaulds loofe their front unbluihing lhew, 

While modeft merit doth negle&ed lie, 

And pines in lonely fhade, . unfeen of vulgar eye. 

See ! all around the gall-lefs | culvers bill, 

" • - 

Mean while the nightingale's becalming lays 
Mix wtth the plaintive mufic of the rill, 
The which in various || gyres the meadow % bays. 
Behold ! rttie welkin burfts into a blaze ! 
Fail by the car of light the nimble hours, 
In fongs of triumph, hail his genial rays, 
And, as they J{ wend to Thetis' cooling' bow'rs, 
They bound along the flcy, and ftrew the heavens with 
• rfowers. 

^* Darling, f Lover. % l5oves. \ Circles, or windings. 
*§ Bathes. \% Go. 

2 And 
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And now the human bofom melts to love ; 

The faptur'd bard awakes his flrilful lyre ; ' ' -"< 

By running ftreams, or in the laurel grove, 

He tunes to amorous notes his founding' wire t" 

All, all is harmony, and all defire. 

The happy numbers charm the blooming maid, - : - * * 

Her bluftiing cheeks pronounce her heart on kre, **~*~ 

She now confents, then fhuns th 9 embowering (hude, * v Vi 

With faint reluctance yields ; defirous, yet afraid. 
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Now ruftic Cuddy, with untutor'd throat, 

(Tho* much admir'd* I ween, of nymph and fwain} 

By various fongs would various ends promote. 

Seeks he to prove that woman's vows are vain ! 

He Bateman's fortune tells, a baleful {train ! 

And if, to honour Britain he -be led, 

He fiflgs a 'prentice bold, in londs profane, 

Who, all unarm'd, did ftrike two lions dead* 

Tore forth their favage hearts, and did a princefs wed* 

But hark ! the bag-pipe fummons to the green, 
The jocund bag-pipe, that awaketk fport ; 
The blithefome lafles, as the morning iheen, 
Around the flower-crown'd may-pole quick refort; 
The gods of pleafure here have fix'd their court. 
Quick on the wing the flying moment feize, 
Nor build up ample fchemea* for life is ftiort, 
Short as the whifper of the patting breeze. 
Yet, ah ! in vain I preach—- mine heart is ill at eafc. 

- - * ' Vz SUMMER. 
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BEncath yon * faubby oak'* extended ftade 
Safe let me hide me from the eye of day ; 
Nor fhatl the dog-ftar this retreat invade, 
As thro* the heavens he fpeeds his burning way : 
The fultry lion rages for his prey. 
Ah, Phoebus ! quench thy wild deftroying fire, 
Each flower, each (hrub doth fink beneath thy rajr^ 
Save the frefh laurel, that &aU ne'er expire : 
The leaves that crown a bard may brave celeftial ire* 

Or fhall I hie to mine own. hermitage, 

Round which -the wanton vine her arms doth wind/ 

There may I lonely turn the fecred page, 

Improve my reafon, and amend my mind ,' 

Here 'gainft life's ills a remedy I find. 

An hundred flowers emhofs the verdant ground ; 

A little brook dothiny fweet cottage bind* 

Its waters yield a melancholy found, 

And fbothe to ftudy deep, or lull to'fleep profound* 

The pjayful infeft hopping in the grafs 
Doth tire the hearer with his fonnet fhriH f 
The pool- Ip rung gnat on founding wing doth pafi» 
And on the f ramping Heed doth fuck his £11 ; 
Ah me, can little creatures work fuch ill I 

* Knotty, f Starting, flying~ouV 

The 
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The patient cow doth, to efchew the heat. 

Her body fteep within the neighbouring rill ; 

And while the lambs in fainter voices bleat, 

Their mothers hang their head, in doleful plight I weet* 

* Rechlefs of feafons, fee the laity fwaius 
Along the meadow fprcad the tawny hay ; 
The maidens too undaunted (eek the plains, 
Ne fear to (how their faces to the ray ; 
But all the honeft badge of toil difplay. 
See how they mould the Haycock's rifing head $ 
While wanton Colin, full of amorous play, 
Down throweth Sufan, who doth fhriek for dread, 
tear. not — thou canfl be hurt upon fo foft a bed. 

At length the fun doth haften to repofe, 
And all the vault of heaven is ftreak'd with light ; 
In flamy gold the ruddy welkin glows, 
And, for the noon-day heat, our pains doth f quite, 
For all is calm, ferene, and paffing bright. 
Favonius gentle flcims along the grove, 
And fheds fweet odours from his pennons light ; 
The little bat in giddy orbs doth rove, 
And loud the fcreech-owl fhrieks, to roufc her blue-ey'd 
love. 

Menalcas came to take the evening gale, 
His cheeks impurpled with the rofe of youth ; 
He won each damfel with his pitious tale, 
They thought they liften'd to the words of truth* 
Yet their belief did work them muchel % ruth. 

* Carelefi. -f Requite. J Sorrow. 

XJ3 Hk 
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His oaths were light as goffimer, or air, 

His tongue was poifonous as afpic's tooth* - 

Ah ! ceafe to projnife joy, and give defpair : 

'Tis .brave to finite the fee ; 'tis bafe to wrong the fair. 

The gentle Thyrfis, mild as opening morn. 

Came to the lawn, and Marian there was found, 

Marian whom many houfewife arts adorn, 

Right well fhe knew the apple to furround 

With dulcet cruft, and Thomalin renown'd 

For * achievements in the wreftling ring ; 

He held at nought the vantage of the ground. 

But proi^e to earth the Jiardieft wight would fling 5 

Such was Alcides erffc, if poets f footh do fing. *• 

From tree-crown'd hill, from flower-enamel'd vale, 

The mild inhabitants in crouds appear 

To tread, a meafure ; while night's regent pale 

Dcth thro' the fKy he,r filver chaript fleer, 

Whofe lucid wheels were deck'd with dew-drops clear, 

The which, like* pearls, defcended on the plain. 

Now every youth doth clafp fyls miftrefs dear, 

And eVery nymph rewards her conftant (wain, 

'jThrice happy he who loves, and \s beloy'd again, 

AUTUMN. 

r 

SEE^ jolly Autumn, cjad in hunter's green, 
In wholefome J lgfty r hed doth mount the fphere, 
• A leafy girlond binds her temples iheen, 

f - * Hardy, valiant, . f Truth, J Vigor. 

Jnftubbed 
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nflubbed richly with the fpiky ear 
Her right hand bears a vine incircled fpear, 
Such as the crew did wield from Bacchus' lad. 
When to the Ganges he his courfe did fleer ; 

* * • 

And in her left a bugle-horn fhe had. 

On which fhe * eft did blow, and made the heart right glad. 

In flow proceffion moves the tottering wain, 
The fun-burnt hinds their finifh'd toil f enfue ; 
Now in the barn they houfe the glittering grain, 
And there the cries of " harveft home" renew, 
The honefl farmer does his friends J falew ; 
And them with jugs of ale his wife doth treat, 
Which, for that purpofe, fhe at home did brew ; 
They laugh, they fport, and homely jefts repeat, 
Then fmack their lafTes lips, their lips as honey fweet. 

On every hill the purple blufhing vine 

Beneath her leaves her racy fruit doth hide : 

|| Albe fhe pour not floods of foaming wine, 

Yet are we not potations bland denied ; 

See where the pear-tree doth in earth abide, 

Bruife her rich fruitage, and the grape difdain ; 

The apple too will grant a generous tide, 

To fing whofe honours Thenot rais'd his flrain, 

Whofe foul-inchanting lays Hill charm the liflening plain* 

Thro' greyifh mills behold Aurora dawns, 
And to his fport the wary fowler hies ; 
Crouching to earth his guileful pointer fawns ; 
Jfow the thick Hubble, now the clover tries, 
To find where, with his race, the partridge lies ; 

* Often, f Follow. t Salute. || Although. 

U+ AhJ 
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Ah ! lucklefs fire, ah ! lucklefs race, I ween, 
Whom force compels, or fubtle arts furprize ; 
More * uncles wait to eaufe thee dolorous f teen, 
Doom'd to efcape the deep, and perifh on the g:ecn. 

The full-mouth'd hounds purfue the timorous hare, 

And the hills echo to the joyful cry ; 

Ah ! borrow the light pennons of the air, 

If you're X arranght, you die, poor wretch, you die* 

Nought will avail the pity-pleading eye, 

For our good fquire doth much againf: you rail, 

And faith you often magic arts do try ; 

At times you wave Grimalkin's footy tail, 

Or on a beefom vild you thro' the welkin fail. 

The flag is rous'd ; he items the threatening flood 
That fhall ere long his matchlefs fwifenefs <£uell ; 
And, to avoid the tumult of the wood, 
Amongft his well-known || pheers attempt to § mell : 
With horn and hoof his purpofe they repell. 
Thus, fliould a maid from virtue's lore yftray, 
Your fex, my Daphne, fhow their vengeance fell ; 
Your cruel felves with gall the ihaft * embay, 
And lafh from pardon's fhrine. the penitent away* 

Now filence charms the fages of the gown, 
To purer air doth fpeed each crafty wight ; 
The well-fqueez'd client quits the dufty town, 
Growa grey in the afferting of his right, 

* Dsedalus envying Perdix his nephew's (kill in mechanics, 
threw him into the fea. He efcaped death by being changed 

into a partridge. 
+ Anguiih, pain. J Reached, overtaken. B Com- 

*- § f • * Bathe * 'with 
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With head yfraught with law, and pookets 'light, 

Well pleas'd he wanders o'er the fallow lea, 

And views each rural objc& with delight. 

Ne'er be my lot the brawling courts to fee ; 

Who trufts to lawyer's tongue doth much * mifween, perdjv* 

Right Mefs'd the man who free from bitter f bale, 

Doth in the little peaceful hamlet dwell* 

No load contention doth his ears a/Tail, 

Save when the tempeft whittles o'er his cell ; 

The fruitful down, the flower-depainted dell # 

To pleafe his eyne axe rarioufly array 'd ; 

And when in roundelay his flame he'd tell, 

He gains a fmile from his beloved maid ; 

By fuch a gentle fmile an age of pain's repaid. 

W I NT E R. 

TH E little brook that erft my cot did lave. 
And o'er its flinty pavement fweetly fung, 
Jlath now forget to roll her wanton wave, 
For winter hoar her icy chain has flang, 
And ftill'd the babbling mafic of her tongue. 
The lonely woodcock feeks the fpklhy glen, 
Each mountain head with fleecy fnow is hung ; 
The fnjpe and duck enjoy the moorifh fen, 
lake t Eremites they live, and fhun the fight of metu 

The wareiefs weep no longer bite the mead, 

No aore the plough-boy turns the ftubborn ground, 

# Judget 21, f Sorrow, J Hermit** fl Stupefied. 

At 



